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you have probably found the murderer. But it is very 
unKkely that he will ever be found that vraiy, for the 
poHce have published photographs poin^g out the 
peculiarities of tj'pe, and I should imagine that Mr. 
Hunter does not use this machine except to announce 
the demise of his victuns " 

ikiichael Biixan went back to his flat, a little more 
puzzled and a little more worried by his unusual com- 
mission. He moved and had his being in the world 
of high politics The finesses of diplomacy wctc his 
peculiar study, and the normal abnormities of 
humanity, the thefts and murders and larcendes which 
occupied the attention of the constabulary, did not 
come into his purview. 

‘'BUI,” said he, addressing the small terrier that lay 
on the hearth-rug before the fireless grate of Ms sitting- 
room, "this is v/here I fall down. But whether I do or 
not, I’m going to meet an extra— ain't that grand ?” 

Bill wagged his tail agreeably. 


CHAPTER II 

MR. SAMPSON LONGVALE GAELS 

Adele Leamington waited till the studio was almost 
empty before she came to where’ the white-haired man 
sat crouched in his canvas chair, his hands thrust into 
his trousers pockets, a malignant scowl on Ms forehead. 

It was not a propitious moment to approach him : 
nobody knew that better than she. 

“ M r. Knebworth, may I speak to you ?” 

He looked up slowly- Ordmarily he would have 
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to her as if slie were still Maggie Stubbs and not the 
great film star of coruscating brilliance, idol (or her 
press agent lied) of the screen fans of all the v.*orld. 

"All nght, if you want a fuss you can have it, 
Knebworth. I'm going to quit— now! I think I 
know what is due to my poation. That part’s got 
to be rewritten to give me a chance of putting my 
personahty over. There’s too much leading man 
in it, anyway. People don't pay real money to see 
men. You don’t treat me fair, Knebworth: I’m 
temperamental, I admit it You can't expect a 
woman of my kind to be a block of wood.” 

"The only thing about you that’s a block of wood 
is your head, Stella,” grunted the producer, and went 
on, oblivious to the rising fury expressed in the girl's 
face, "You've had two years playing small parts in 
Holl 5 ^ood, and you’ve brought nothing back to 
England but a line of fresh talk, and you could have 
gotten that out of the Sunday supplements ! Tempera- 
ment ! That’s a word that means doctors' certificates 
when a picture's half taken, and a long rest unless 
your salary’s put up fifty per cent. Thank God this 
picture isn’t a quarter tsdcen or an eighth. Quit, you 
nean-spirited guttersnipe — ^and quit as soon as you 
lam please !” 

Boiling with rage, her lips quivering so that she 
5uid not articulate, the girl turned and flung out of 
le studio. 

White-haired Jack Knebworth glared round at the 
ent company. 

"This is where the miracle happens,” he said sar- 
lically. "This is where the extra girl who’s left a 
: mother and a mortgage at home leaps to fame in a 
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THE AVENGER 

CHAPTER I 

THE HEAD-HUNTER 

Captain Mike Brecan had certain mild and innocent 
superstitions. He bdieved, for example, that d he 
saw a green crow in a field he would certainly see 
another green crow before the day was out And when, 
at the bookstand on Aix-la-Chapelle station, he saw 
and purchased a dime novel that was comprehensively 
intituled “Only an Extra, or the Pnde of Hollywood”, 
he was less concerned as to how this thnUing and 
dog-eared romance came to be on ofier at half a milhon 
marks (this was in the days when marks were worth 
money) than as to the circumstances in which he would 
agam hear or read the word "extras” in the sense of a 
supernumerary and unimportant screen actress 
The novel <Ld not interest him at all. He read one 
page of superlatives and turned for rehef to the study 
of a Belgian time-table. He was bored, but not so 
bored that he could interest himself in the sensational 
nse of the fictitious Rosa Love from modest obscunt) 
to a press agent and wealth. 

But "extra” was a new one on Michael, and he 
waited for the day to bring its mevitabic compan.on 
To say that he vas uninterested m cnme, that 

If 
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burglars were less thrilling than golf scores, and the 
record of murders hardly worth the reading, might 
convey a wrong impression to those v?ho knew him as 
the cleverest agent in the Foreign Of&ce Intelligence 
Department. 

His offidal life was spent in meeting queer Conti- 
nentals in obscure restaurants and, in divers roles, to 
learn of the undercurrents that were drifting the 
barques of diplomacy to unsuspected ports. He had 
twice roamed through Europe in the guise of an open- 
mouthed tourist; had canoed many hundred imles 
through the gorges of the Danube to discover, in little 
riverside beer-houses, the inward meanings of secret 
mobilizations These were tasks wholly to his liking. 

Therefore he was not unnaturally annoyed when 
he was withdrawn from Berlin at a moment when, as 
it seemed, the mystery of the Slovak Treaty was in a 
way to being solved, for he had secured, at a cost, a 
rough but accurate draft. 

"I should have had a photograph of the actual 
document if you had left me another twenty-four 
hours," he reproached his chief. Major George Staines, 
when he reported himself at Whit^all next morning. 

"Sorry,” rephed that unrepentant man, “but the 
truth is, we’ve had a heart-to-heart talk with the 
Slovakian Prime Minister, and he has promised to 
behave and practically given us the text of the treaty — 
it was only a commercial affair. Mike, did you know 
Elmer ?" 

The Foreign Office detective sat down on the edge of 
the table. 

“Have you brought me from Berlin to ask me that ?" 
he demanded bitterly. “Have you taken me from my 
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favourite caf6 on Unter den Linden — ^by the vray, tlie 
Germans are making small-arm ammnnibon by the 
million at a converted pencil factory m Bavaria — ^to 
discuss Elmer ? He’s a clerk, isn’t he ?” 

Major Staines nodded- 

"He was" he said, "m the Accountancy Depart- 
ment. He disappeared from view three weeks ago, 
and an examination of his boolcs showed that he had 
been systematically stealing funds which were under 
his control ” 

Mike Bnxan made a little face 

"I'm sorry to hear that,” he said. "He seemed to 
be a fairly quiet and moffensive man But surely \ ou 
don’t want me to go after him ’ That is a job for 
Scotland Yard ” 

"I don't w'ant you to go after him,” said Staines 
slowly, "because — ^well, he has been found ” 

There was somethmg very significant and smister 
m his tone, and, before he could take the little slip of 
paper from the portfolio on the desk, Michael Bnxan 
knew what was coming. 

"Not the Head-Hunter he gasped. Even Michael 
knew about the Head-Hunter. 

Staines nodded. 

"Here’s the note ” 

He handed the tj^pewritten slip across to his sub- 
ordmate, and Michael read : 

You will find a box in ihc hedge by the ratlwa} stch 
at Esher. 

The He'yd-Hun'cr 

"The Head-Hunter !” repeated Micliacl mechan- 
ically, and whistled- 
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“We found the box, and, of course, we found the 
tmforbmate Elmer’s head, sliced neatly from his body," 
said Staines. ‘ ‘This is the twelfth head in seven years,” 
Staines went on, "and in almost every case — in fact, 
in every case except two — ^the victim has been a 
fugitive from justice. Even if the treaty question had 
not been settled, Mike, I should have brought you 
back.” 

"But this is a police job,” said the young man, 
troubled. 

"Technically you’re a policeman,” interrupted his 
chief, "and the Foreign Secretary wishes you to take 
this case in hand, and he does this with the full ap- 
proval of the Secretary of State, who of course controls 
Scotland Yard- So far, the death of Francis Elmer 
and the discovery of his gruesome remains have not 
oeen given out to the Press. There was such a fuss 
last time that the police want to keep this quiet. They 
have had an inquest — guess the jury was picked, 
but it would be high treason to say so — and the usual 
verdict has been returned. The only information I 
can give you is that Elmer was seen by his niece a 
week a^o in Chichester. We discovered this before 
the man’s fate was known. The girl, Adele Leam- 
ington, is working for the Knebworth Film Corporation, 
which has its studio in Chichester. Old Knebworth is 
an American and a very good sort. The gurl is a sort of 
super-chorus-extra, that's the word ’’ 

Michael gasped. 

"Extra 1 I knew that infernal word would turn up 
again I Go on, sir — ^what do you wish me to do 

"Go along and see her," said the chief. "Here is 
the address.” 
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"Is there a Llrs. Elmer ?” asked Michael as he put 
the slip into his pockeL 

The other nodded- 

“Yes, but she can throw no hght upon the murder 
She, by the way, is the only person who knows he is 
dead She had not seen her husband for a month, and 
apparently thej' had been more or le^ separated for 
j’ears She benefits considerably by his death, for he 
was well insured in her favour.” 

Michael read again the gruesome note from tlic 
Head-Hunter. 

“What is your theory about this he asked cun- 
ously. 

"The general idea is that he is a lunatic vho feels 
called upon to mete out punishment to defaulters 
But the two exceptions disturb that theory prettj 
considerably.” 

Staines lay back in his chair, a puzzled frown on his 
face 

"Take the case of Willitt. His head was found on 
Clapham Common two years ago WiUitt was a well- 
off man, the soul of honesty, well liked, and he had a 
very big balance at his bank. Crewhng, the second 
excepbon, who was one of the first of tlie Hunter’- 
victims, was also above suspiaon, though m his case 
there is no doubt he was mentall> unbalanced a fev 
weeks before his death. 

"The typewritten notification has invanably been 
typed out on the same machme In eveiy’ case you hr.% 0 
the half-obhterated ‘u', the faint 'g', and the extra- 
ordinary ahgnment winch the experts are unanimous 
in ascribing to a very old and out-of-date Ko-J 
madiine. Fmd the man who uses that typewntcr and 
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risen, tor this middle-aged American in nonnal moment*' 
was the soul of courtesjL But just at that moment his 
respect for womanhood -a as something below zero 
His look was blank, though the director in him in- 
stmctivdy approved her values. She was pretty, with 
regular features and a mop of brown hair in which the 
sunshine of childhood still lingered. Her mouth firm, 
delicately shaped, her figure shm — perfect m many 
ways. 

Jack had seen many beautiful extras in his career 
and had passed through stages of enthusiasm and 
despair as he had seen them translated to the screen- 
pretty wooden figures without soul or expression, 
gauche of movement, hopeless. Too pretty to be 
clever, too consaous of ^eir beauty to be natural 
Dolls without intelligence or initiative — )ust “extras" 
who could wear clones in a crowd, who could smile 
and dance mechamcally, fit for extras and nothing 
else all the days of their fives 

“Well ?” he asked brusquely. 

“Is there a part I cotdd play m this production, 
Mr. Ejiebworth ?” die asked. 

His shaven lips curled 

“Aren’t you pla3ang a part. Miss — can’t remember 
your name — ^Leammgton, is it ?’’ 

“I’m certainly pla3nng — I’m one of the figures in the 
background,’’ she smiled. “I don’t want a big part, 
but I’m sure I could do better than I have done.’’ 

“I’m mighty sure you couldn’t do worse than some 
people,’’ he growled “No, there's no part for you, 
friend* There’ll be no story to shoot unless thing.- 
alter. - That’s what 1 ’’ 

She was going aw’ay w hen he recalled her. 
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“Left a good home, I guess ?” he said. “Thought 
picture-making meant a million dollars a year an’ a 
new automobile every Thursday ? Or maybe you were 
holdmg down a good job as a stenographer and got it 
under your toque that you’d make Holl 5 nvood feel 
small if you got your chance? Go back home, kid, 
and tell the old man that a ^qiewriter’s got a sunlight 
arc beaten to death as an instrument of commerce." 

The girl smiled famtly. 

“I didn’t come into pictures because I was stage- 
struck, if that is what you mean, Mr. Knebworth. I 
came in knowing just how hard a life it might be. 1 
have no parents." 

He looked up at her curiously. 

“How do you live ?” he asked, “There's no money 
in 'extra' v/ork — not on this lot, anyway. Might be if 
I was one of those billion-doDar directors who did 
pictures with chariot races. But I don’t. My ideal 
picture has got five characters.” 

“I have a little mcome from my mother, and I 
Tsrite,” said the girl. 

She stopped as she saw him looldng past her to the 
studio entrance, and, turning her head, saw a re- 
markable figure standing in the doorway. At first she 
thought it was an actor who had made up for a film test. 

The newcomer was an old man, but his great height 
and erect carriage would not have conveyed -that 
impression at a ^stance. The tight-fitting tail-coat, 
the trousers strapped to his boots, the high collar and 
blade satin stock belonged to a past age, though they 
were newly made. The white linen bands that shoved 
at his wrists were goffered, his double-breasted waist- 
coat of grey velvet was fastened by golden buttons. 
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He might have stepped from a family portrait of one 
of those dandies of the 'fifties He held a tall hat in 
one gloved hand, a hat vrith a early bnm, and in the 
other a gold-topped vrallang-stick. The face, deeply 
lined, was benevolent and Hnd, and he seemed nn- 
consdous of his complete baldness. 

Jack Knebworth was out of his chair in a second and 
^valked toward the stranger. 

"Why, Mr. Longvale, I am glad to see you — did you 
get my letter ? I can’t tell you how much obliged I am 
to you for the loan of your house ” 

Sampson Longvale of the Dower House! She re- 
membered now. He was known in Chichester as “the 
old-fashioned gentleman”, and once, when she was out 
on location, somebody had pomted out the big, ramb- 
ling house, with its weed-grown garden and oumbhng 
walls, where he lived. 

"I thought I would come over and see you,” said the 
big man 

His voice was nch and beautifull}’ modulated She 
did not remember having heard a voice quite as sivcct, 
and she looked at the eccentric figure with a new 
interest. 

"I can only hope that the house and grounds are 
suitable to your requirements I am afraid the)’ are 
in sad disorder, but I cannot afiord to keep tlie estate 
in the same condition as my grandfather did ” 

"Just what I w'ant, Sir. Longvale. I was afraid you 

might be offended when I told you ” 

The old gentleman interrupted him ivith a soft laugh 
"No, no, I wasn’t offended, I was amused. You 
needed a haunted house : I could even supply that 
qualitj^ though I will not promise j’ou that my family 
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ghost win waBc. The Dower House has been haunted 
for hundreds of years A former occupant in a fit of 
frenzy murdered his daughter there, and the unhappy 
lady is supposed to walk. I have never seen her, 
though many years ago one of my servants did. For- 
tunately, I am relieved of that form of annoyance . 
I no longer keep servants in the house,” he smiled, 
"though, if you care to stay the night, I shaU be 
honoured to entertain five or six of your company.” 

Knebworth heaved a sigh of relief. He had made 
diligent inquiries and found that it was almost im- 
possible to secure lodgings in the neighbourhood, and 
he was most anxious to take night pictures, and for one 
scene he particularly desired the peculiar light value 
which he could only obtain in the early hours of the 
morning. 

"I’m afraid that would give you a lot of trouble, 
Mr. Longvale,” he said. “And here and now I thmk 
we might discuss that delicate subject of ” 

The old man stopped him with a gesture. 

"If you are going to speak of money, please don’t,” 
he said firmly. "I am interested in cinematography ; 
in fact, I am interested in most modem things. We 
old men are usuaUy prone to decry modernity, but I 
find my chiefest pleasure in the study of those 
sdentific wonders which this new age has revealed to 
ns. 

He looked at the director quizzicahy. 

"Some day you shall take a picture of me in the one 
role in which I think I should have no peer — a. picture 
of me in the role of my iUustrious ancestor.” 

Jack Knebworth stared, half amused, half startled. 
It was no unusual experience to find people who wished 
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to see themselves on the screen, but he never expected 
that little piece of vamty from Mr. Sampson Longvale 
"I should be glad/' he said formally- "Your people 
were pretty well known, I guess ?" 

Mr. Longvale sighed. 

"It is my regret that I do not come from the direct 
line that included Charles Henry, the most histone 
member of my family. He was my great-uncle. I 
come from the Bordeaux branch of Long\'ales, iilucli 
has made history, sir." He shook his head regretfully 
"Are you French, ^Ir. Longvale ?” asked Jack 
Apparently the old man did not hear him He was 
staring into space Then, with a start * 

"Yes. yes, we were French My great-grandfather 
mamed an English lady whom he met m peciihar 
circumstances We came to England in the days of 
the directorate." 

Then, for the first time, he seemed aiiare of Adcle’s 
presence, and bowed toward her 
"I thmk I must go,” he said, taking a huge gold 
watch from his fob pocket. 

The girl watched them as they passed out of the hall, 
and presently she saw the "old-fashioned gentleman" 
pass the wmdow, driving the oldest-fashioned car she 
had ever seen It must have been one of the first 
motor-cars ever introduced into tlie country' — a great, 
upstanding, cumbersome machine, that passed wth a 
thunderous sound and at no great speed down tJie 
gravel dnve out of sight. 

Presently Jack Knebworth came slowly back 
"This craze for being screened certainly gets 'cm — 
old or young,” he said "Good night. Miss — forget 
your name — ^Leamington, ain’t it ^ Good night " 
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She was half-way home before she realized that the 
conversation that she had plucked up such courage to 
initiate had ended unsatisfactorily for her, and she was 
as far away from her small part as ever. 


CHAPTER HI 

THE NIECE 

Adele LEA2>nNGTOK occupied a small room in a small 
house, and there were moments when she widied it 
were smaller, that she might be justified in pluckmg 
up her courage to ask from the stout and unbending 
Jlrs Watson, her landlady, a reduction of rent. The 
extras on Jack Knebworth’s lot were well paid but infre- 
quently employed ; for Jack was one of those clever 
directors who spedalized in domestic stories. 

She was dressing when lirs. Watson brought in her 
morning cup of tea 

"There’s a young fellow been hanging round outside 
since I got up,” said Mrs Watson "I saw him when 
I took m the milk. Very polite he was, but I told him 
you weren't awake.” 

"Did he want to see me ?" asked the astonished girl 

"That’s what he said,” said Mrs. Watson grimly 
"I asked him if he came from Knebworth, and he said 
no. If you want to see him, you can have the use of 
the parlour, though I don’t hke young men calling on 
young girls I’ve never let theatrical lodgings before, 
and you can't be too careful. I’ve alwa3ra had a name 
for respectability and I want to keep it.” 

Adele smiled. 
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"I cannot imagine anything more respectable than 
an early-morning caller, Mrs. Watson,” she said. 

She went downstairs and opened the door. The 
young man was standing on the side-walk %vith his 
back to her, but at the sound of the door opemng he 
turned He was good-looking and well-dresed, and 
his smile was quick and appeahng. 

"I hope your landlady did not bother to wake you 
up ^ I could have waited. You are Ifiss Adele Leam- 
mgton, aren't you ?” 

She nodded. 

"Will you come in, please ?” she asked, and took 
him into the stufiy little front parlour, and, dosing the 
door behind her, waited. 

"I am a reporter," he said imtruthfuUy, and her face 
feU. 

"You've come about Unde Francis ? Is anything 
really vrrong ? They sent a detective to see me a weel: 
ago. Have they found him ?” 

"No, they haven’t found him,” he said carefully. 
"You knew him very well, of course. Miss Leammgton?” 

She shook her head. 

"No, I have only seen him twice in my life. My dear 
father and he quarrelled before I was bom, and I only 
saw him once after daddy died, and once before mother 
w'as taken with her fatal illness.” 

She heard him sigh, and sensed his rchcf, tliough 
why he should be relieved that her unde was almost ? 
stranger to her she could not fathom. 

"You saw him at Chichester, though ’’’he said 

She nodded 

"Yes, I saw him. I was on my way to Goodwood 
Park — a whole party of us m a char-i-banc — and I 
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saw him for a moment walking along the side-walk 
He looked desperately ill and woiried. He was just 
coming out of a stationer’s shop when I saw him , he 
had a newspaper under his arm and a letter in his 
hand," 

‘‘Where was the store he asked quickly. 

She gave him the address, and he jotted it down. 

"You didn’t see him again ?” 

She shook her head. 

"Is anything really very badly wrong ?” she asked 
anxiously. "I’ve often heard mother say that Uncle 
Francis was very extravagant, and a little unscrupulous 
Has he been in trouble ?’’ 

"Yes,” admitted Michael, "he has been in trouble, 
but nothing that you need worry about You're a 
great film actress, aren’t you 

In spite of her anxiety she laughed. 

"The only chance I have of being a great film actress 
is for you to say so in your paper." 

"My what ?” he asked, momentarily puzzled. "Oh 
yes, my newspaper, of course !" 

"I don’t believe you’re a reporter at all," she said 
with sudden suspidon. 

"Indeed I am," he said glibly, and dared to pro- 
nounce the name of that widely circulated sheet upon 
which the sun seldom sets. 

"Though I’m not a great actress, and fear I never 
’shall be, I like to believe it is because I've never had a 
chance — I’ve a horrible suspidon that Mr. Knebworth 
knows instinctively that I am no good.” 

Mike Bnxan had found a new interest in the case, 
an interest which, he was honest enough to confess to 
himself, was not dissodated from the niece of Francis 
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Elmer. He had never met anybody quite so pretty 
and quite so unsophisticated and natuii 

"You’re going to the studio, I suppose 

She nodded. 

"I wonder if Mr. Knebworth would mind my callmg 
to see you ?” 

She hesitated. 

"Mr. Knebworth doesn't hke callers ” 

"Then maybe I’ll call on him,” said !^Gchae^, nodding 
"It doesn't matter whom I call on, does it 

"It certainly doesn't matter to me,” said the girl 
coldly. 

"In the vulgar language of the masses,” thought 
Jlike as he strode down the street,"! have had the bird'” 

His mquines did not occupy very much of ha time. 
He found the little news shop, and the propnetor, by 
good fortune, remembered the coming of Mr Frauds 
Elmer. 

"He came for a letter, though it wasn't addressed 
to Elmer,” said the shopkeeper. "A lot of people have 
their letters addressed here I make a httle e-vtra 
money that way.” 

"Did he buy a newspaper ?” 

"No, sir, he did not buy a newspaper ; he had 
one under his arm — the Morning Tekgram I remem- 
ber that, because I noticed that he’d put a blue penal 
mark round one of the agony advertisements on tlie 
front page, and I was wondermg what it was all about. 
I kept a cop5' of that day’s Morning Tekgram , Tie 
got it now.” 

He went into the little parlour at the back of the 
shop and returned with a ding} newspaper, which fie 
laid on the counter 
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"There are six there, but I don’t know which one 
it was.” 

Michael examined the agony advertisements There 
was one frantic message from a mother to her son, 
asking him to return and sa^dng that "all would be 
forgiven". There was a cryptogram message, which 
he had not time to decipher. A third, which was 
obviously the notice of an assignation. The fourth 
was a thinly veiled advertisement for a new hair- 
waver, and at the fifth he stopped. It ran . 

Troubled Final direcitons at address I gave you 
Courage. Benefactor. 

"Some 'benefactor',” said Mike Brixan, "What 
■^vas he like — ^the man who called ? Was he worried ?" ' 

"Yes, sir ; he looked upset — aU distracted like. He 
seemed like a chap who’d lost his head.” 

"That seems a fair description," said Mike. 


CHAPTER IV 

THE LEADING LADY 

In the studio of the Knebworth Picture Corporation 
the company had been waiting in its street clothes 
for the greater part of an hour. 

Jack Knebworth sat in his conventional attitude, 
huddled up in his canvas chair, fingering his long 
chin and glaring from time to time at the clock above 
the studio manager's office. 

It was eleven when SteUa Mendoza flounced m. 
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bringing with her the fragr a nce of wood violets and a 
small, unhappy Peke. 

"Do you work to summer-time asked Knebv.orih 
slowly, "Or maj'be you thought the call was for 
afternoon ? You've kept fifty people waiting, Stella,” 
"I can’t help their troubles,” she said with a shrug 
of shoulder. "You told me you were going on location, 
and naturally I didn’t expect there would be any 
hurry. I had to pack my things ” 

"Naturally you didn’t think there was any hurry *” 
Jack Knebworth reckoned to have three fights a 
year. This was the third. The first had been with 
Stella, and the second had been with Stella, and the 
third was certainly to be with Stella. 

"I wanted you to be here at ten. I’ve had tliese 
boys and girls waitmg smce a quarter of ten ” 

"What do you want to shoot she asked with an 
impatient jerk of her head. 

"You mostly,” said Jack slowly "Get into No. 9 
outfit and don’t forget to leave 3mur pearl ear-rings off. 
You’re supposed to be a half-starved chorus girl. 
We’re shooting at Griflf Towers, and I told the gentle- 
man who lent us the use of the house that I’d be 
through the daj? work by three. If you were Pauline 
Frederick or Norma Talmadge or Lihan Gish, you’d 
be worth waiting for, but Stella Glendora, has got to 
be on this lot by ten — ^and don’t forget it 
Old Jack Knebworth got up from his canvas ciiair 
and began to put on his coat with ominous delibcri* 
tion, the flushed and angry girl watching lum, i’cr 
dark eyes blazing with injured pride and hurt TOniti 
Stella had once been plain Maggie Stubbs, the 
daughter of a Midland grocer, and old Jacl: had tabtod 
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night. If you don’t know that kinder thing happens 
on every lot in Hollywood you’re no students of 
fiction. Stand forth, Mary Pickford the second 

The eirtras snuled, some amused, some uncom- 
fortable, but none spoke. Adeie was frozen stift, 
incapable of speech 

"Modesty don’t belong to this industry,’’ old Jack 
sneered amiably. "Who thinks she can play 'Roselle' 
m this piece — ^because an extra’s going to pla}’’ the 
part, believe me' I’m going to show this pseudo- 
actress that there isn’t an extra on this lot that couldn’t 
play her head oS Somebody talked about pla}nng a 
part yesterday — ^you !’’ 

His forefinger pointed to Adeie, and with a heart 
that beat tumultuously she went toward him 

"I had a camera test of you six months ago,’’ said 
Jack suspiciously. "There was somethmg wrong with 
her : what was it ?” 

He turned to his assistant. That young man 
scratched his head m an effort of memoiy 

"Ankles he hazarded a guess at random — a safe 
guess, for Knebworth had views about ankles 

"Nothing wrong with them — get out the pnnt and 
let us see it ’’ 

Ten minutes later Adde sat by the old man’s side 
m the little projection room and saw' her "test" run 
through 

"Hair!" said Knebworth tnumphantly "I knew 
there was something. Don’t like bobbed hair. Mako 
a girl too pert and sophisticated You’ve grown it 
he added as the hghts were switched on. 

"Yes, Mr. Knebw'orth ’’ 

He looked at her in dispassionate admiration 
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"You’ll do,” he said reluctantly. "See the ward- 
robe and get Miss Mendoza's costumes. There's one 
thing I’d like to tell you before you go,” he said, 
stopping her. "You may be good and 5'ou may be 
bad, but, good or bad, there’s no future for you — so 
don’t get heated up. The only woman who’s got any 
chance in England is the producer’s wife, and I’ll 
never many you if you go down on your knees to me 
That’s the only kind of star they know in Englidi 
films — ^the producer’s wife; and unless you’re that, 
you haven't !” 

He snapped his finger. 

"I’ll give you a word of advice, kid. If you make 
good in this picture, link yourself up wi& one of 
those cute Englidi directors that set three flats and a 
pot of palms and call it a drawing-room ! Give Miss 
WTiat’s-her-name the script, Harry. Say — go out 
somewhere quiet and study it, ^vill you ? Harry, you 
see the wardrobe. I give you half an hour to read that 
script !” 

Like one in a dream the girl walked out into the 
shady garden that ran the length of the studio buildmg 
and sat down, trying to concentrate on the type- 
written hnes. It wasn't true — ^it could not be tmel 
And then she heard the crundi of feet on gravel and 
looked up in alarm. It was the young man who had 
seen her that morning — ;^Dchael Brixan. 

"Oh, please — you mustn’t interrupt me!” she 
begged in agitation. ‘Tve got a part — a big part 
— ^to read.” 

Her distress was so real that he hastened to take 
his departure. 

"I'm awfully sorry ” he began 
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In her confusion she had dropped the loose sheets 
of the manuscript, and, stooping mtli her to pick 
them up, their heads bumped. 

"Sony — ^that’s an old comedj* situation, isn’t it 
he began. 

And then he saiv the sheet of paper in his hand and 
began to read It was a page of elaborate descnption 
of a scene. 

The cell IS large, lighted by a sxcivging laivp. Jr 
centre is a steel gate through ichich a solaicr on guard is 
seen pacing to and fro 

"Good God >” said Michael, and uent uh'tc 

The "u’s” m tlie type were blurred, the "g" wa,-. 
indistinct. The page had been typed on the machine 
from which the Head-Hunter sent forth his gniesonic 
tales of death 


CHAPTER V 

MR LAMXEY TOSS 

"What is uTong^” asked Adele, seeing tin. \oung 
man's grave face. 

"Where did this come from 
He shoved her the sheet of typeunlten script 
"I don't Imow it was mlh the other shc^t.'' i 
knew, of course, that it didn’t belong to 'Ro=cIic' " 
"Is that the play >ou’re acting in ' he arkc-i 
quickly And tlien "\Mio vould knov 
"Mr Knebvorth ” 

"WTiere shall I find him ’’ 
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"You go through that door,” she said, "and j-ou 
will find him on the studio floor.” 

Without a word, he •walked quickly into the building. 
Instinctively he knew which of the parfy was the 
man he sought. Jack Knebworth looked up under 
lo%vering brows at the sight of the stranger, for he was a 
stickler for privacy in business hours ; but before he 
could demand an explanation Michael was up to him. 

"Are you Mr. Knebworth ?” 

Jack nodded. 

"I surely am,” he said. 

"May I speak to you for two minutes ?” 

"I can’t speak to anybody for one minute,” growled 
Jack. "Who are you, anyway, and who let you in ?" 

"I am a detective from the Foreign Ofi&ce/' said 
ilichad, lowering his voice, and Jack’s maimer changed 

"An3rthing wrong?” he asked, as he accompanied 
the detective into his sanctum. 

Jack laid down the sheet of paper with its typed 
characters on the table 

"Who wrote that ?” he asked. 

Jack Knebworth looked at the manuscript and 
shook his head. 

"I've never seen it before. What is it all about ?” 

"You’ve never seen this manuscnpt at all ?” 

"No, I’ll swear to that, but I dare say my scenario- 
man vwll know all about it. I'll send for him." ^ 

He touched a bell, and, to the clerk who came : 

/'Ask Mr. Lawlej' Foss to come quickly,” he said. 

"The reading of books, plots and material for 
picture plays is entirely in the hands of my scenario 
manager,” he said. "I never see a manuscnpt until 
he considers it’s worth produdng ; and even then, of 
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course, the picture isn’t always made. If the ston’ 
happens to be a bad one, I don't see it at all I'm 
not so sure that I haven’t lost some good stones, 
because Foss” — he hesitated a second — “well, he and 
I don't see exactly eye to eye. Now, Mr Bn.\an, 
what is the trouble ?” 

In a few words Michael explained the grave sig- 
nificance of the typewntten sheet. 

"The Head-Hunter Jack whistled. 

There came a knock at the door, and Lauley Foss 
shpped mto the room. He was a thmmsh man, dark 
and saturnine of 'face, shifty of eye His face was 
heavily lined as though he suffered from some chronic 
disease But the real disease which preyed on Lawlej 
Foss was the bitterness of mmd that comes to a man 
at war with the world There had been a tunc in his 
early life W’hen he tliought that same world was at his 
feet He had written two plays that bad been pro- 
duced and had run a few nights Thereafter, he had 
trudged from theatre to theatre m vain, for the taint 
of failure tvas on him, and no manager would so mudi 
as open the brown-covered manuscripts he brought 
to them Like many another man, he had sought 
easy W’a3is to wealth, but the Stock E.\change and the 
race track had impoverished him still further 
He glanced suspicious^ at Michael as lie entered 
"I want to see you, Foss, about a sheet of ^enp: 
that's got amongst the ‘Roselle’ script," said Jack Knob- 
u orth “^lay I tell Mr. Foss w hat you hat c told me '* ' 
[Michael hesitated for a second Some cautioning 
voice warned lum to keep the question of the Head- 
Hunter a secret. Against his better judgment he 
nodded. 

c 
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Lawley Foss listened with an expressionless face 
whilst the old director explained the agnificance of the 
interpolated sheet; then he took the page from 
Jack Knebworth’s hand and examined it. Not by a 
twitch of his face or a droop of his eyelid did he betray 
his thoughts- 

“I get a lot of stuff in/’ he said, “and I can’t imme- 
diately place this particular play ; but if you’ll let 
me take it to my ofl6ce, I will look up ray books.” 

Again Michael considered. He did not wish that 
piece of evidence to pass out of his hands ; and yet, 
without confirmation and examination, it was fairly 
valueless. He reluctantly agreed. 

“What do you make of that fellow?” asked Jack 
Knebworth when the door had closed upon the writer. 

“I don’t like him,” said Michael bluntly. “In fact, 
my first impressions are distinctly unfavourable, 
though I am probably doing the poor gentleman a very 
great injustice,” 

Jack Knebworth sighed. Foss ^vas one of his 
biggest troubles, sometimes bulking larger than the 
temperamental Mendoza. 

"He certainly is a queer chap,” he said, "though 
he’s diabolically clever. I never kne\v a man who 
could take a plot and twist it as Lawley Foss can — 
but he’s — difBcult.” 

"I should imagine so,” said Michael dryly. 

They passed out into the studio, and Michael 
sou^t the troubled girl to explain his crudeness. 
There %vere tears of vexation in her eyes when he 
approached her, for his startling disappearance with a 
page of the script had put all thoughts of the play 
from her mind. 
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"I am Sony/' he said penitently. "I almost v.Tsh 
I hadn't come.” 

“And I quite wish it,” she said, smiling m spite 
of herself. "What was the matter \vith that page 
you took — ^j'ou are a detective, aren’t you ?” 

"I admit it,” said Michael recklessly. 

"Did you speak the truth when you said that mj 
unde ” She stopped, at a loss for words 

"No, I did not,” replied ^Iichael qmetly "Your 
unde is dead. Miss Leamington.” 

"Dead >” she gasped. 

He nodded 

"He v;as murdered, m extraordinary circumstances ” 

Suddenly her face went white 

"He w’asn't the man whose head was found at 
Esher’” 

"How did 5'ou knotv he asked sharply. 

"It was m this morning’s newspaper,” she said, 
and mw'ardly he cursed tlie sleuth-hound of a repo’lcr 
who had got on to the track of this latest tragedy 

She had to know' sooner or later he satisfied 
himself with that thought. 

The return of Foss relieved him of further cxpkina- 
tions. The man spoke for a while wath J ack Knebw ortli 
m a low' voice, and then the director beckoned Michae’ 
across 

"Foss can't trace this manusenpt,” he said, handing 
back the sheet "It may have been a ^mp’o prge 
sent m by a contnbutor. or it ma\ have been a 
from our predecessors I took over a wlio’c !o* el 
manuscript with the studio from a banknipt proir-ti' 
companj'.’’ 

He looked impatiently at his watch 
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"Now, ]Mr. Brixan, if it’s possible I should be glad 
if you would excuse me. I've got some scenes to 
shoot ten miles away, with a leading lady from whose 
httle head you've scared every idea that ivill be of the 
slightest value to me.” 

Midiael acted upon an impulse. 

"Would you mind my coming out with you to 
shoot — ^that means to photograph, doesn't it? I 
promise you I won’t be in the way.” 

Old Jack nodded curtly, and ten minutes later 
Michael Brixan was sitting side by side with the girl 
in a char-li-banc which was carrymg them to the 
location. That he should be riding with the artistes 
at all was a tribute to his nerve rather than to his 
modesty. 


CHAPTER VI 

THE MASTER OF GRIFF 

Adele did not speak to him for a long time Resent- 
ment that he should force his company upon her, and 
nervousness at the coming ordeal — a. nervousness 
which became sheer panic as they drew nearer and 
nearer to their destination — made conversation im- 
possible. 

"I see your Mr. Lawiey Foss is with us,” said 
Michael, glancing over his shoulder, and by way of 
making conversation. 

"He always goes on location,” she said shortly 
"A story has sometimes to be amended while it's 
bemg shot.” 

"Where are we going now he asked. 
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"Giifi Towers first,” she repbed. She found it 
difficult to be undvil to anybody. “It is a big place 
owned by Sir Gregory Penne “ 

“But I thought e were going to the Dower House ' ” 
She looked at hTtn with a httle frown 
“WTiy did you ask if j-ou knew she demanded, 
almost in a tone of asperity. 

“Because I like to hear you speak,” said tlie \oung 
man calmly. "Sir Gregorj' Penne ^ I seem to know 
the name ” 

She did not answer. 

"He was m Borneo for manj* j^ears, wasn't he 
“He’s hateful,” she said vehemently. “I detest Iiim ' ’ 
She did not explain the cause of her detestation, 
and Michael thought it discreet not to press the 
question, but presently she relie\ed him of respon- 
sibihty. 

"I've been to his house twice He has a \cr\ fine 
garden, which Mr Knebworth has used before— of 
course, I only W'ent as an extra and %ras veiy much 
in the background. I wish I had been more so He 
has queer ideas about women, and especially actresses 
— not that I'm an actress," she added hastily, "but I 
mean people who pla}’ for a living. Thank h'.avcn 
there’s only one scene to be shot at Griff, and p'rhap- 
he will not be at home, but that’s unhkeh Ik's 
always there when I go ” 

Michael glanced at her out of the correr of i.u k.\ k 
His first impression of her beauty ivas me**!,' '>nn 
confirmed. Tlicre was a certain wistfnlncs': in bo* : 
which was very appealing , an honesty in the d~.rk -n 
that told him all he wanted to know- .about her attr’p 
toward the admiration of the unknowai Sir Grc::o*^’ 
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“It's queer how all baronets are villains in stories,” 
he said, “and queerer still that most of the baronets 
I’ve knoTO have been men of singular morals I’m 
bothering you, being here, aren’t I?” he asked, 
dropping his tone of banter. 

She looked round at him. 

“You are a little,” she said frankly. “You see, 
Mr. Bnxan, this is my big chance. It's a chance that 
really never comes to an extra except in stori^, and 
I’m frightened to death of what is going to happen. 
You make me nervous, but what makes me more 
panic-stncken is that the first scene is to be shot at 
Srifi. I hate it ! I hate it !” she said almost savagely. 
“That big, hard-looking house, with its hideous stuffed 
tigers and its awful-looking swords ” 

“Swords?” he asked quickly. “What do you 
mean 

“The walls are covered with them — ^Eastern swords. 
They make me shiver to see them But Sir Gregory 
takes a delight in them 1 he told Mr. Knebworth, the 
last time we were there, that the swords were as sharp 
now as they were when they came from the hands of 
their makers, and some of them were three hundred 
5 ears old. He’s an extraordinary man : he can cut an 
apple in half on your hand and never so much as 
scratch 3"ou. That is one of liis favourite stunts — do 
j^ou know what 'stunt’ means 

"I seem to have heard the expression,” said Michael 
absently. 

“There is the house,” she pointed. "Ugh! It 
makes me shiver 

Griff Towers was one of those bleak-looking buildings 
that it had been the delict of the early Victorian 
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architects to erect. Its one grey to\\er, placed on the 
left wing, gave it a lop-sided appearance, but even 
this distortion did not distract attention from its 
rectangular unloveliness The place seemed all tlic 
more bare since the walls were innocent of grccncrt' 
and it stood starkly in the midst of a yellow expanse 
of gravel. 

“Looks almost like a barracks,” said Micliael, “wth 
a parade ground in front 

They passed through the lodge gates, and tlic 
char-a-banc stopped half-ivay up the dnve. Tiie 
gardens apparently were m the rear of tlic buildinn. 
and certainly there ivas nothing that would attract 
the most careless of directors m its uninteresting 
fa9ade. 

Michael got down from iiis seat and found Jack 
Knebworth already supenntendmg the unloading of a 
camera and reflectors Behind the char-a-banc came 
the big dynamo lorry, wth three sun arcs that were 
to enhance the value of daylight. 

“Oh, you’re here, are you groi\lcd Jack "No.\ 
you'll obhge me, Mr. Bn.xan, by not getting in tl.c 
way. I’ve got a hard morning's work alicad of me ” 
“I want \ou to take me on as a — uhat is the v^oro ^ 
— extra,” said Michael 
The old man frowned at him 
“Say, what’s the great idea he asked susneio i-lt 
“I have an excellent reason, and I promise >oa 
that nothing I do waii ui any way embarrass \oi 
The truth is, Mr Knebworth, I want to aroxai 
for the remainder of the day% and I need an c.\ai'e " 
Jack Knebwonh bit his Up, scratcl’^m 
chin, scowled, and then 
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"AH right,” he said grufSy "Maybe you'll come 
in handy, though I'll have quite enough bother directing 
one amateur, and if you get into the pictures on this 
trip you’re going to be lucky !” 

There was a man of the party, a tall young man 
whose hair was brushed ba(± from his forehead, and 
v/as so tidy and well arranged that it seemed as if it 
had originally been stuck by glue and varnished over. 
A taU, somewhat good-looking boy, who had sat on 
Adele's left throughout the journey and had not 
spoken once. He raised his eyebrows at the appear- 
ance of Michael, and, strolling across to the harassed 
Knebworth, his hands in his pockets, he asked with 
a hurt air: 

"I say, Mr. Knebworth, who is this johnny ?” 

"Which johnny?” growled old Jack. "You mean 
Brixan ? He’s an extra.” 

"Oh, an extra, is he?” said the young man "I 
say, it’s pretty desperately awful when extras hobnob 
with principals* And this Leamington girl — she's 
simply going to mess up the pictures, she is, by Jove !” 

"Is she, by Jove ?” snarled Knebworth. "Now see 
here, Mr. Connolly, I ain't so much in love with your 
work that I’m vnlling to admit in advance that even 
an extra is going to mess up this picture.” 

‘T’ve never played opposite to an extra in my 
hfe, dash it alll” 

"Then you must have felt lonely,” grunted Jack, 
busy with his packing 

"Now, Mendoza is an artiste began the youth- 

ful leading man, and Jack Knebworth straightened 
his back. 

"Get over there tiU you’re wanted, you !” he roared. 
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"When I need advice from prettj' boys. I'll come to 
you — see ? For the moment you’re de irop, v hicn is a 
French expression meaning that 3 'ou’re standing oi 
ground there’s a better use for." 

The disgruntled Reggie Connolly strolled a^vaJ vath 
a shrug of his thin shoulders, which indicated not only 
his conviction that the picture would fail, but that the 
responsibihty was everywhere but under his hat. 

From the big doortvay of Griff To\\ers, Sir Gregory’ 
Penne was tvatching the assembly of the comprin\. 
He was a thick-set man, and the sun of Borneo and 
an unrestricted appetite had dyed his skin a cobur 
which was between purple and brown His face was 
covered with innumerable ridges, Ins et'cs looked forth 
upon the world through tu o narrow shts. The rounded 
femimne dun seemed to be the only part of hts fact* 
that sunshine and stronger stunulants had left in its 
natural condition. 

Michael watched him as he strolled down the slope 
to where they were standing, guessing his idenlitv 
He wore a golf suit of a loud check in whicli red pre- 
donunated, and a big cap of the same matena! .\3-> 
pulled dov.m over his eyes Taking the stub of a cig'^r 
from his teeth, with a quick and characten'tic gcatt..t 
he wiped his scanty moustache on his knuckles 
"Good morning, Knebworth," he called. 

His voice was harsh and cruel a vo ce that 
never been mellowed b}' laughter or inaue lofi L. 1]’“' 
tendernesses of humanity 
"Good morning. Sir Gregory " 

Old Knebworth disentangled hiin=clf frr. ” h.- 
compan3^ 

"Sorry I’m late." 
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“Don't apologize," said the other. “Only I thought 
you were going to shoot earher. Brought my little 
girl, eh ?" 

“Your little girl ?” Jack looked at him, frankly 
nonplussed “You mean Mendoza? No, she’s not 
coming.” 

"I don’t mean Mendoza, if that’s the dark girL 
Never mind : I was only joking.” 

\^Tio the blazes was his little girl ? thought Jack, 
who was ignorant of two unhapp3» expenences which 
an unconsidered extra girl had had on pre\TOus visits 
The mystery, however, was soon cleared up, for the 
baronet walked slov/ly to where Adele Leamington was 
making a pretence of stud5mig her script 

“Good morning, httle lady,” he said, lifting his cap 
an eighth of an inch from his head, 

"Good morning. Sir Gregory,” she said coldly. 

“You didn’t keep your promise.” He shook his 
head w'aggislily. "Oh, woman, w’oman!” 

"I don’t remember having made a promise,” said the 
girl quietly. "You asked me to come to dinner with 
you, and I told you that that was impossible ” 

“I promised to send my car for jmu. Don’t say it 
v;as too far away. Never mind, never mind.” And, 
to Michael’s wrath, he squeezed the girl’s arm in a 
manner wliich was intended to be paternal, but which 
filled the girl with indignant loathing. 

She wrenched her arm free, and, turning her back 
upon her tormentor, almost flew' to Jack Knebworth 
with an incoherent demand for mformation on the 
reading of a line which was perfectly simple. 

Old Jack was no fool. He watched the play from 
under his eyelids, recognmng ail the symptoms 
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''This is the last time we shall shoot at Gnfi Towers,” 
he told himself. 

For Jack Knebworth was something of a stickler 
on behaviour, and had views on women whidi were 
diametrically opposite to those held by Sir Gregory' 
Penne. 


CHAPTER VII 

THE SWORDS AKD BHAG 

The httle party moved away, leaving Micljael alone 
with the baronet. For a period, Gregory Ptnnc watched 
the girl, his eyes glittermg ; then he became aware of 
Michael’s presence and turned a cold, insolent stare 
upon the other, 

"WTiat are you?” he asked, looking tlie detccuvc 
up and doivn. 

"I’m an extra,” said Michael. 

"An extra, eh ^ Sort of dioms boy ’ Put paint 
and pow'der on your face and all that sort of thing ? 
^^^^at a life for a man !" 

"There are worse,” said Michael, holding h’i> 
antagonism in check. 

"Do you know that httle girl — what’s her name, 
Leamington ?” asked the baronet suddenly 

"I know her extremely well,” said Midiacl untruth- 
fully 

"Oh, you do, eh ?” said tlic master of Gnfi Towo's 
with sudden amiabihty. "She’s a nice httle tiuni: 
Quite a cut above the ordinary' diorns qiri "ioa 
might bring her along to dinner one ngiu ri.ee 
come ^vlth you, eh 
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The contortions of the puffy eyelids suggested to 
Michael that the man had vdnked. There was some- 
thing about this gross figure that interested the scientist 
in Michael Brixan. He was elemental ; an animal 
invested with a brain ; and yet he must be something 
more than that if he had held a high administrative 
position under Government. 

"Are you acting? If j^ou're not, you can come 
up and have a look at my swords,” said the man 
suddenly. 

Michael guessed that, for a reason of his own, 
probably becatose of his claim to be Adde’s friend, the 
man wished to cultivate the acquaintance. 

"No, I’m not acting," replied Michad. 

And no invitation could have given him greater 
pleasure. Did their owner realize the fact, Michad 
Brixan had already made up his mind not to leave 
Grifi Towers until he had inspected that pecuhar 
collection. 

"Yes, she’s a nice httle girl.” 

Penne returned to the subject immediately as they 
paced up the slope toward the house. 

"As I say, a cut above chorus girls Young, 
unsophisticated, virginal ! You can have your 
sophisticated girls: there is no mystery to ’em I 
They revolt me. A girl should be like a spring flower. 
Give me the violet and the snowdrop : you can have a 
bushel of cabbage roses for one petd of the shy dears 
of the forest.” 

Michad listened with a keen sense of nausea, and 
yet with an tmusual interest, as the man rambled on. 
He said things which were sickening, monstrous. 
There were moments when Brixan found it difficult to 
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keep his hands o£f the obscene figure that paced at 
his side ; and only by adopting toward him tlie altitude 
with which the enthusiastic naturalist employs m hi' 
dealings ivith snakes was he able to get a' grip o' 
himself. 

The big entrance hall into which he was ushered 
was paved with earthen tiles, and, lookmg up at the 
stone walls, Michael had his first ghmpse of the famous 
sw’ords 

There were hundreds of them — poniards, scimitar«, 
andent swords of Japan, basket-hiltcd hangers, two- 
handed swords that had fdt the grip of long-dead 
Crusaders 

"What do you think of ’em, eh ?” Sir Grogorj 
Penne spoke ■with the pnde of an enthusiastic collector 
"There isn't one of them tliat could be duplicated 
my boy ; and they’re only the rag, tag and bobtail of 
my collection *' 

He led his visitor along a broad comdor. lighted 
by square -window’s set at intervals, and here again the 
walls were covered with sbming w’capons Throwing 
open a door. Sir Gregory ushered the other into 
large room which was evidently his bbrar\ , though the 
books w’ere few, and, so far as Midiacl could sec .’t 
first glance, the conventional volurae.s that arc to !>' 
found in the houses of the country' gentr}’ 

Over the mantelshelf were tw’o great 5 won's n > 
pattern which Michael did not remember bavin*: '•■•u 
before 

"WTiat do you tliink of tlio'C 

Penne lifted one from the silver book w Inch s upp^'r* • ^1 
it, and drew’ it from its scabbard 

"Don't feel the edge unless you %vant to cat \o 
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self. This would split a hair, but it would also cut 
you in two, and you would never know what had 
happened till you fell apart !” 

Suddenly his manner changed, and he almost 
snatched the sword from Michael’s hand, and, putting 
it back in its dieath, he hung it up. 

“That is a Sumatran sword, isn’t it 

"It comes from Borneo,’’ said the baronet diortly. 

“The home of the head-hunters.’’ 

Sir Gregory looked round, his brows lowered. 

"No,” he said, “it comes from Dutch Borneo.” 

Evidently there was something about this weapon 
which aroused unpleasant memories. He glowered 
for a long time in silence mto the little fire that was 
burning on the hearth. 

“I killed the man who owned that,” he said at 
last, and it struck Michael that he was speaking more 
to himself than to his viator. “At least, I hope I 
killed him. I hope so 1” 

He glanced round, and Michael Bnxan could have 
avom there was apprehension in his eyes 

“Sit down, What’s-your-name,” he commanded, 
pointing to a low settee. “We’ll have a drink.” 

He pushed a bell, and, to Michael’s astonishment, 
the summons was answered by an undersized native, 
a little copper-coloured man, naked to the waist. 
Gregory gave an order in a language which was unin- 
teUigible to Michael — ^he guessed, by its sibilants, it 
was Malayan — and the ser\^ant, with a quick salaam, 
disappeared, and came back almost instantly with a 
tray containing a large decanter and two thin glasses 

“I have no w’hite servants — can’t stand ’em,” said 
Penne, taking the contents of his glass at a gulp. “I 
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like servants who don’t steal and don’t gossip Yoa 
can lick 'em if they misbehave, and there's no trouble 
I got this fellow last year in Sumatra, and he’s the 
best butler I’ve had." 

"Do you go to Borneo even' \-ear ?’’ asked Midiad 

"I go almost ever}' year,” said the other. "I’ve 
got a 3'acht : she's hang at Southampton now. If I 
didn’t get out of this cursed country once a jear I'd 
go mad There’s nothing here, nothing i Have you 
ever met that dithering old fool Long\‘ale ' Kncb- 
vorth said you were going on to him — p>ompou< od 
ass, uho hves m the past and dresses like an adver- 
tisement for somebod5’'s whisk}’ Have another''" 

"I haven’t finished this yet,” said 'uichac! wjth 
a smile, and his eyes went up to the sword above tlic 
mantelpiece. "Have you had tliat ven, long ' It 
looks modem.” 

"It isn’t,” snapped the other. "Modem 1 It’s three 
hundred years old if it's a day I’ve only had it .1 
year” Agam he changed the subject abruptlv "I 
like you, WTiat's-your-namc. I like people or I disld-i. 
tliem instantly. You're tlie sort of fellow who'd c‘.o 
well in the East. I’ve made two millions tlirrc. Ti 
East is full of wonder, full of unbelievable U..ngs " He 
screwed his head round and fi\cd 'uichacl vitn r 
glittenngeyc "Full of good servant-,’’ he said >-’0. v 
"Would you like to meet the perfect servant ?" 

There w’as sometlung peculiar in hi.- tone. •>! d 
Michael nodded. 

"Would you like to «ec the slrv’c wlo r.vvcr 
questions and never disobcv-s, who las no 1 t 
love of me” — ^he thumped lumseM on L”e d’o*— 
hate but for Uic people I hate — my tn.stv -iV'""- 
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He rose, and, crossing to his table, turned a little 
switch that Slichael had noticed attached to the 
side of the desk. As he did so, a part of the panelled 
wall at the farther end of the room swung opaa. For 
a second Michael saw nothing, and then there emerged, 
blinkmg into the dayhght, a most sinister, a most 
terrifying figure. And Michael Brixan had need for 
all his self-control to check the exclamation that 
rose to his lips. 


CHAPTER ^^II 

BHAG 

It was a great orang-outang. Crouched as it was, 
gazing malignantly upon the visitor wth its bead-hke 
eyes, it stood over six feet in height. The hairy chest 
was enormous; the arms that almost touched the 
floor w'ere as thick as an average man’s thigh. It wore 
a pair of workman’s dark-blue overalls, held in place 
by two straps that crossed the broad shoulders 

"Bhag," called Sir Gregory in a voice so soft that 
Michael could not believe it was the man’s own, 
“come here.” 

The gigantic figure waddled across the room to 
where they stood before the fireplace. 

"This is a friend of mine, Bhag.” 

The great ape held out his hand, and for a second 
Jlichael’s was held in its vdvet palm. This done, he 
hfted his paw to his nose and sniffed loudly, the only 
sound he made. 
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"Get me some dgars/’ said Penne. 

Immediately the ape walked to a cabinet, pulled 
open a drawer, and brought out a box. 

"Not those,” said Gregory. "The small ones " 

He spoke distmctly, as if he were articulating to 
somebody who was deaf, and, without a moment’s 
hesitation, the hideous Bhag replaced the bo\ ard 
brought out another. 

"Pour me out a whisky-and-soda.” 

The ape obeyed. He did not spill a drop, and when 
his owmer said "Enough”, replaced the stopper m the 
decanter and put it back. 

"Thank you, that will do, Bhag.” 

Without a sound the ape waddled back to the 
open panelling and disappeared, and the door closed 
behind him 

"Why, the thing is human!” said Michael in an 
awe-stneken whisper. 

Sir Gregory Penne chuckl«i. 

"More than human,” he smd "Bhag is my si leld 
against all trouble." 

His eyes seemed to go instantly to the sword above 
the mantelpiece. 

"Where does he hVe ?” 

"He's got a httle apartment of his own, ard he 
keeps it dean He feeds with the servants " 

"Good lord !" gasped Michael, and the oth'^r 

_i t.i.j j-t.- t... 



THE AVENGER 


50 

chest. "He would have tom you limb from limb You 
wouldn't have had a chance, ^Ir. What's-your-name, 
not a dog’s chance And yet he can be gentle — yes, 
he can be gentle.” He nodded. "And cunning I He 
goes out almost every night, and IVe had no com- 
plaints from the villagers No sheep stolen, nobody 
inghtened. He just goes out and loafs aroimd in the 
woods, and doesn’t loll as much as a hen partridge ” 

"How long have you had him 

“Eight or nine years,” said the baronet carelessly, 
swallowing the whislgr that the ape had poured for 
him. "Now let’s go out and see the actors and actresses. 
She’s a nice girl, eh? You’re not forgetting you’re 
going to bring her to dinner, are you? What is 
your name ?” 

"Brixan,” said Michael. "Michael Brixan.” 

Sir Gregory grunted something. 

"I’ll remember that — ^Bnxan. I ought to have 
told Bhag. He likes to know.” 

"Would he have known me again, suppose you 
had ?” asked Jlichael, smiling. 

"Kno^vn you said the baronet contemptuously 
"He ^vill not only know you, but he'll be able to tr^ 
you down Notice him smelling his hand ? He was 
filing you for reference, my boy. If I told him, ‘Go 
along and take this message to Brixan', he'd find 
you.” 

Virhen tliey reached the lovely gardens at the back 
of the house the first scene had been shot, and there 
was a snule on Jack Knebworth’s face which suggested 
that Adele's misgivmgs had not been justified. And 
so it proved. 

"That girl’s a peach,” Jack unbent to say. "A 
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natural-bom actress, built tor this scene — ^it's almost 
too good to be true, ^^^lat do you want ?’* 

It vras Mr. Reggie Connolly, and he had the obsession 
which is perpetual in every leading man He felt that 
sufficient opportunities had not been oUcrcd to 
him 

"I say, Mr. Knebworth," he said in a grieved tone, 
“I'm not getting much of the fat in this storj* * So far, 
there’s about thirty feet of me in tliis picture I sa\ , 
that’s not nght, you Imowf If a johnny is be,ng 
featured *’ 

“You're not being featured,” said Jack shortly 
"And Mendoza’s chief complaint was tliat tliere was 
too much of you in it.” 

Michael looked round. Sir Gregosy Penne h-’d 
strolled toward where the girl was standing, and, m 
her state of elation, she had no room in her he-'n 
even for resentment against the man she so cord'alh 
detested. 

"Little girl, I want to speak to yon befo'-e joi 
go,” he said, dropping his voice, and for once sli'’ 
smiled at him. 

"Well, you have a good opportumtj’ no.v, 
Sir Gregory,” she said. 

“I want to tell you bow sorry I am for what Inp- 
pened the other da}', and I respect you for vlnt jo’s 
said, for a girl’s entitled to keqi Iicr kisses for men 
she likes Aren’t I right ?" 

“Of course you’re nght," she said. "Please oo'i’t 
think any more about it. Sir Gregorj' ” 

"I’d no nght to kiss you against tour c 
vhen jou’rc in my house Arc you gOtng to fo'gjt : 
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“I do forgive you,” she said, and would have left 
him, but he caught her arm. 

"You’re coming to dinner, aren’t you ?” He jerked 
his head toward the watchful ilichad. "Your friend 
said he’d bring you along.” 

"Which friend?” she asked, her eyebrows raised 
"You mean l^Ir. Brixan ?” 

"That’s the fellow. Why do you make friends 
vrith that kind of man ? Not that he isn’t a decent 
fellow. I like him personally. Will you come along 
to dinner ?” 

"I’m afraid I can’t,” she said, her old aversion 
gaining ground. 

"Little girl,” he said earnestly, "there’s nothing 
you couldn’t have from me Why do you want to 
trouble your pretty head about this cheap play- 
acting ? I’ll give you a company of your own if you 
want it, and the best car that money can buy.” 

His eyes w'ere like points of fire, and she sMvered. 

"I have all I want. Sir Gregory,” she said. 

She was furious with Llichad Brixan. How dared 
he presume to accept an invitation on her behalf’ 
How dare he call himself her fiiend? Her anger 
almost smothered her dislike for her persecutor. 

"You come over tonight — let him bring you,” said 
Penne huskily. "I want you tonight — do you hear ? 
You’re staying at old Longvale’s. You can easily 
slip out.” 

"I’ll do nothing of the kind. I don’t think you 
know what you’re asking. Sir Gregory,” she said 
quietly. "Whatever you mean, it is an insult to me ” 

Tummg abruptly, she left him. JGchael would 
iiave spoken to her, but she passed, her head in the 
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air, a look on her face which thsmayed Hm, thon^^u, 
after a moment's consideration, he conld gness the 
cause. 

When the various apparatus was packed, and tne 
company had taken their seats in the char-a-banc. 
Michael observed that she had very carefully place-J. 
herself between Jack Knebworth and the suUan 
leading man, and wisely himself chose a scat sotr 
distance from her. 

The car w'as about to start when Sir Gregory came 
up to him, and, stepping on the runxung-board : 

"You said you’d get her over ” he began. 

"If I said that,” said Michael, "I must ha\e b-cn 
drunk, and it takes more than one glass of wlusky to 
reduce me to that disgustmg condition. Miss Learning- 
ton IS a free agent, and she would be 'ingulirly ill- 
advised to dme alone with you or an> other man ” 

He expected an angry outburst, but. to hh; surjMa-c. 
tlie squat man onlj' laughed and waved hm a p’ersant 
farewell. Looking round as tlic car turned from inc 
lodge gates, Michael saw him standing on tlie 
talkmg to a man, and recognized Foss, who, fo’- somt 
reason, had star'ed behind 

And then his eyes strayed past the two ni;n t^ tf' 
wmdow of the bbrax}, where tlie monstrous l>n''g 
sat in liis darkened room, waiting for in'ln.cl’'-*'’' 
which he would carrj* into effect wathoui re-i'-on 
pity Michael Brivan, Imrdcped lie was to r 
of every variet}’, found himself chuddenng 


to «' 
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CHAPTER IX 

THE ANCESTOR 

The Dower House was away from the main road. A 
sprawling mass of low buildings, it stood behind 
untidy hedges and crumbling walls. Once the place 
had enjoyed the services of a lodge-keq)er, but the 
tiny lodge v;as deserted, the windows broken, and there 
were gaps in the tiled roof. The gates had not been 
closed for generations ; th^ were broken, and leant 
crazily against the walls to which they had been 
thrust by the last person who had employed them to 
guard the entrance to the Dower House. 

What had once been a fair lawn was now a tangle 
of weeds Thistle and mayweed grew knee-deep where 
the gallants of old had played their bowls ; and it 
was dear to Michad, from his one glance, that only a 
portion of the house was used In only one of the 
wings were the windows whole; the others were 
broken or so grimed with dirt that they appeared to 
have been painted. 

His amusement blended with curiosity, Michad 
saw for the first time the picturesque hir. Sampson 
Longvale He came out to meet them, his bald head 
glistening in the afternoon sunlight, his strapped 
fa^vn-colou^ed trousers, vdvet waistcoat and old- 
fashioned stock completdy supporting Gregory Penne’s 
descnption of him. 

“Ddighted to see you, Sir. Knebworth. I've a very 
poor house, but I offer you a very rich wdcome i I 
have had tea served in my little dining-room Will 
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5'ou please introduce me to the members of yoer 
company 

The courtesy, the old-world splnt of dignity, v.<’-e 
very charming, and Michael felt a \\-ann g^ov, to-’-aro 
this fine old man who brought to this modem ?tmo- 
sphere the love and the fragrance of a past age 

"I should like to shoot a scene before we lo"'* tl e 
hght, Mr Longvale.” said Knebworth, "so, if you 
don't mind tlie meal being a scrambling one, I can gr,c 
the company a quarter of an hour." He looked round 
"Where is Foss'” he asked “I want to chan-’c 
a scene *’ 

"Mr Foss said he was walking from Gnfi Tow.t," 
said one of tlie company. “He stopped behind to 
speak to Sir Gregorj' " 

Jack Knebworth cursed his dilatory scenario man 
with ^dgou^ and ongmaht)'. 

"I hope he hasn’t stopped to borrow money," he said 
savagely "That fellow’’s gomg to rum my credit u 
I'm not careful." 

He had overcome lus objection to Ins new' e'trr 
possibly he felt that there was nobodv else in tl’* 
party whom he could take into his confideuc?’ w'th>i.j. 
hurt to disdplme. 

"Is he that way inclined 

"He’s alwaj's short of money and alwav'^ tmner to 
make it by some fool tnck which leaics mm 
than he was before Wdien a man gels tint Wnd i. ' 


bug in his head he's only a block .’wa\ •to"! j 
Are you going to stai’ the night ^ I d'i 1 1 ik’r>> 
be able to sleep here,” he sud. cbrrgir, th" '■ 
"but I suppose you'll be going b-’ck to Lo* d"'! ' 


"Not tonight," said Michael qnickli 
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about me. I particularly do not wish to give you any 
trouble.” 

"Come and meet the old man,” said Knebworth 
under his breath. "He's a queer old devil with the 
heart of a child.” 

"I like what I’ve seen of him,” said Michael. 

Mr. Longvale accepted the introduction all over 
again. 

"I fear there will not be sufScient room in my 
dining-room for the whole company. I have had a 
httle table laid in my study. Perhaps you and your 
Mends would like to have your tea there ?” 

"Why, that’s very kind of you, Mr. Longvale. You 
have met Mr. Bnxan ?” 

The old man smiled and nodded. 

“I have met him without realizing that I’ve met 
him I never remember names — a. curious faihng 
which was shared by my great-great-uncle Charles, 
with the result that he fell into extraordmary confusion 
when he wrote his memoirs, and in consequence many 
of the mddents he relates have been regarded as 
apocryphaL” 

He showed them into a narrow room that ran from 
the front to the back of the house. Its ceilings w'ere 
supported by black rafters, the open wainscoting, 
polished and worn by generations of hands, must 
have been at least five hundred years old. There were 
no swords over this mantelpiece, thought Michael 
with an inward smile. Instead, there was a portrait 
of a handsome old gentleman, the dignity of whose 
face was arresting. There was only one word with an 
adequate description : it was majestic. 

He made no comment on the picture, nor did the 
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old man speak of it till later. The meal hastilr 
disposed of, and, sitting on the vi-all. Michael v.atched 
the last daylight scene shot, and vras struck by th" 
plastic genius of the girl. He knew enough of rcotion 
pictures and their construction to realize \ Int i: 
meant to the director to have in his hands one 
could so faithfully reproduce the movements and the 
emotions which the old man dictated 

In other circumstances he might have tliouchi it 
grotesque to see Jack Knebuorth pretending to be 
young girl, resting his elderly cheek coyly upnn ui' 
back of his clasped hand, and walking mtli mirciiii: 
steps from one side of the picture to the other But 
he knew that the American was a mason uho « 's 
cutting roughly the shape of the sculpture and leaving 
it to the finer artiste to express in her person ah tv th/* 
delicate contours that would delight tlie eye of tlie 
picture-loving world. She was no longer .\de'' 
Leamington : she \vas Roselle, the heiress to an cst itc 
of which her wicked cousin was tixing to den\ e her 
The story itself he recognized a half-rnd-hab 
plagiarism of "The Cat and the Canaix’ , witn 
were blended certain situations from "Hie Jlirrr’'- 
Man”. He mentioned this fact %\hcn the scene v i. 
finished. 

"I guess it’s a steal," said Jack Kr.cbuc'lh 
philosophically, "and I didn’t mqurc too c e- ]• 
into it. It’s Foss's storj’, and I should be pii*'''.’ * 
discover there was anything ongmal in it " 

Mr. Foss had made a tardy rc.-’rpeir’i c' , ' : 
Michael found himself wondenng uJnt mu'? tli-' ."tu’- 
of that confidential mtemeu whicJ. sir \T.t' * ^ * 

had \nth Sir Grcgoiyx 
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Going back to the long sitting-room, he stood 
watching the daylight fede and speculating upon the 
one mystery within a mystery — ^the extraordinary 
effect which Adde had produced upon him. 

Hike Brixan had known many beautiful women 
— ^V'omen in every class of society. He had known 
the best and the worst, he had gaoled a few, and had 
watched one face a French firing-squad one grey 
wintry morning at Vincennes. He had liked many, 
nearly loved one, and it seemed, cold-bloodedly 
anal3^g his emotions, that he was in danger of 
actually lovmg a girl whom he had never met before 
that morning. 

“VTiich is absurd,” he said aloud. 

"What is absurd?" asked Knebworth, who had 
come into the room unnoticed. 

"I also w’ondered what you were thinking,” smiled 
old hir. Longvale, who had been watching the young 
man in silence. 

"I — er — ^well, I was thinking of the portrait.” 
Michad turned and indicated the picture above the 
fireplace, and in a sense he spoke the truth, for the 
thread of that thought had run through all others. 
“The face seemed familiar,” he said, "which is absurd, 
because it is obviously an old painting." 

LIr. Longvale lit two candles and carried one to the 
portrait. Again iKchael looked, and again the majesty 
of the face impressed him. 

"That is my great-great-unde, Charles Henry,” said 
old Mr. Longvale \vith pnde ; "or, as v;e c^ Wm 
affectionately in our famUy, the Great Slonsieur." 

Michael's face was half turned toward the window 
as the old man spoke. . . . Suddenly the room seemed 
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to spin before his eyes. Jack Knebworth saw his face 
go white and caught him by the arm. 

"What’s the matter ?’’ he asked 

"Nothing,” said Michael unsteadily. 

Knebworth was starmg past him at the window. 

"What was that he said. 

With the exception of the illumination from the 
two candles and the faint dusk light that came from 
the garden, the room was m darkness 

"Did you see it ?" he asked, and ran to the window, 
staring out. 

"What was it asked old Mr. Longvale, joining 
him 

"I could have sivom I saw a head m the window 
Did you see it, Bnxan ?” 

"I saw somethmg,” said Michael unsteadily. "Do 
you mind if I go out into the garden 

"I hoped you saw it It looked hke a monkey's 
head to me.” 

Michael nodded He walked doun the flagged 
passage into the garden, and, as he did so, sbpped a 
Browning from his hip, pressed down the safety-catch, 
and dropped the pistol mto his jacket pocket 

He di^ppeared, and five imnutes later Knebworth 
saw him pacing the garden path, and went out to him 

"Did you see anything 

"Nothing m the garden You must have been 
mistaken.” 

"But didn’t you see him ?” 

Michael hesitated. 

"I thought I saw somethmg,” he said with an 
assumption of carelessness, "Vnien are you going to 
shoot those mght pictures of yours ?” 
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"You saw something, Brixan — ^was it a face ?” 
l^Iike Brixan nodded 


CHAPTER X 

THE OPEN WINDOW 

The dynamo wagon was humming as he walked 
down the garden path, and \rith a hiss and a splutter 
from the arcs, the front of the cottage was suddenly 
illuminated by their fierce light. Outside on the road 
a motorist had puUed up to look upon the unusual 
spectacle, 

"What is happening ?” he asked cmiously. 

"They’re taking a picture,” said llichad. 

"Oh, is that what it is? I suppose it is one of 
Knebworth’s outfits ?” 

"Where are you going?” demanded Mchael sud- 
denly. "Forgive my asking you, but if you’re headmg 
for Chichester you can render me a very great service 
if you give me a lift.” 

"Jrunp in,” said the man. "I'm going to Petworth, 
but it not be much out of my way to take you 
into the dty.” 

Until they came to the town he phed JGchael with 
questions betraying that universal inquisitiveness 
which picture-making invariably incites amongst the 
aninitiated. 

Michael got down near the market-place and made 
his way to the house of a man he knew, a former 
master at his old school, now settled down in Chichester, 
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who had, amongst othCT possessions, an excellent 
hbrary. Declining his host’s pressing invitation to 
dumer, Michad stated his needs, and the old master 
laughed. 

"I can’t remember that you were much of a student 
in my days, Michad,” he said, "but you may have the 
run of the hbrary Is it some hue of Virgil that 
escapes you ? I may be able to save you a hunt.” 

"It’s not Virgil, maestro,” smiled MichaeL "Some- 
thmg infinitdy more full-blooded !” 

He was in the library for twenty minutes, and when 
he emerged there was a light of triumph m his eye. 

"I'm going to use your tdephone, if I may,” he said, 
and he got London without dday. 

For ten minutes he was speaking with Scotland 
Yard, and, when he had finished, he went mto the 
dining-room, where the master, who was a bachdor, 
was eating his solitary dinner 
"You can render me one more service, mentor of 
my youth,” he said. "Have you m this abode of jjeace 
an automatic pistol that throws a heavier shell than 
this ?” and he put his own on the table 
Michael knew Mr. Scott had been an officer of the 
Territorial Army, and inddentally an instructor of the 
Officers’ Training Corps, so that his request was not 
as impossible of fulfilment as it appeared. 

"Yes, I can give you a heavier one than that. 
What are you shooting — dephants ?” 

"Something a trifle more dangerous," said Llichad 
"Curiosity was never a weakness of mme,” said the 
master, and went out to return with a Browmng of 
heavy calibre and a box of cartridges 
They spent five mmutes cleaning the pistol, wluch 
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had not been in use for some time, and, with his new 
weapon weighing down his jacket pocket, Mike took 
his leave, carrying a lifter heart and a dearer under- 
standing than he had enjoyed when he had arrived 
at the house. 

He hired a car from a local garage and drove back 
to the Dower House, dismissing the car just short of 
his destination- Jack Knebworth had not even noticed 
that he had disappeared. But old Mr. Longvale, 
wearing a coat with many capes, and a soft silk cap 
from which dangled a long tassel, came to him almost 
as soon as he entered the garden. 

"May I speak to you, Mr. Bnxan ?’’ he said in a 
low voice, and they went into the house together. 
"Do you remember Mr. Knebworth was very per- 
turbed because he thought he saw somebody peering 
m at the window— something with a monkey's head ?" 

Michael nodded. 

“Well, it is a most curious fact,” said the old gentle- 
man impressively, “that a quarter of an hour ago I 
happened to be walking in the far end of my garden, 
and, looking across the hedge toward the field, I 
suddenly saw a gigantic form rise, apparently from the 
ground, and move toward these bushes” — ^he pointed 
through the window to a clump in a field on the opposite 
side of the road. "He seemed to be crouching forward 
and moving furtively.” 

“Will you show me the place ?” said Michael quickly. 

He followed the other across the road to the bushK, 
a little dump which was empty when they reached it 
Kneeling down to make a new skyline, IDchael scanned 
tlie limited horizon, but there was no sign of Bhag. 
For that it was Bhag he had no doubt. There might 
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be nothing in it. Penne told him that the animal was 
m the habit of taking nightly strolls, and that he \V3S 
perfectly harmless. Suppose . . . 

The thought was absurd, fantastically absurd And 
yet the animal had been so extraordinarily human that 
no speculation in coimection with it was quite absurd 

\^en he returned to the garden, he went m search 
of the girl. She had finished her scene and was watching 
the stealth3'^ movements of two screen burglars, who 
were creeping along the wall m the subdued light of 
the arcs 

"Excuse me. Miss Leamington, Fm gomg to ask 
you an impertinent question Have j^ou brought a 
Eomplete change of clothes with you ?’’ 

"\^'h.y ever do 3>'ou ask that ?" she demanded, her 
^yes wide open. "Of course I did ! I alwa3is bring a 
complete change in case the w'eather breaks " 

"That’s one question Did you lose anythmg when 
you were at Griff Towers ?" 

“I lost my gloves," she said quickly. "Did you find 
them 

"No. When did you miss them ?" 

"I missed them immediately. I thought for a 

moment " She stopped. "It was a foolish idea, 

out ” 

"\Vhat did you think ?” he asked. 

"I'd rather not tell 3'ou It is a pureh personal 
matter " 

"You thought that Sir Gregory had taken them as a 
souvenir 

Even in the half-darkness he saw’ her colour come 
and go. 

"I did think that,” she said, a little stiffly. 



essH^i“a^-‘sS? 

s 2s- : r:: '* 

'^^‘- pasted on^P“=^- 

the OBtsfeje 


THEOPENWIXDOW 65 

of the window, and at first she was about to pull it 
ofi when she guessed that it might be some indicator 
placed by Knebworth to mark an exact position that 
he required for the morning picture-takmg. 

She did not immediately fail asleep, her mind, for 
some curious reason, bemg occupied unprofitably uitli 
a tumultuous sense of annoyance directed toivard 
Michael Brixan For a long time a strong sense of 
justice fought with a sense of humour equally powerful 
He was a mce man, she told herself , the sixth sense of 
woman had already dehvered that information, heavily 
underhned. He certainly had nerve. In the end 
humour brought sleep She was simhng when her 
eyelids closed. 

She had been sleeping two hours, though it did 
not seem two seconds A sense of impendmg danger 
wakened her, and she sat up in bed, her heart thumping 
wildly. She looked round the room In the pale moon- 
hght she could see almost every comer, and it was 
empty. Was it somebody outside the door that had 
wakened her ? She tried the door-handle it was 
locked, as she had left it The ivmdow ? It was very 
near to the ground, she remembered. Stepping to the 
wmdow, she puUed one casement close She was 
closing the other when, out of the darkness below, 
reached a great hairy arm and a hand closed hke a 
vice on her wnrist. 

She did not scream. She stood breathless, djnng of 
terror, she felt. Her heart ceased beating, and she 
was conscious of a deadly ^old. \STiat was it ^ \Miat 
could it be ? . Summoning ^ill her courage, she looked 
out of the ivmdow down into a hideous, bestial face 
and two round green eves that stared mto hers. 

E 
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"No, I don’t think so He dropped.” 

Slichael had pulled an dectric torch from his pocket 
and was searching the ground 

“No sign of blood. He was rather difficult to hit — 
I ivas afrdd of hurting you, too.” 

A window had been thrown up and Jack Knebworth’s 
voice bawled into the night : 

"What’s the shooting ? Is that you, Brixan ?” 

"It IS I. Come down, and I’ll tell you all about it.” 

The noise did not seem to have aroused Mr. Long- 
vale, or, for the matter of that, any other member of 
the party ; and when Bjnebworth reached the garden 
he found no other audience than Mike Brixan 

In a few words Michad told him what he had seen 

"The monkey bdongs to Mend Penne,” he said. 
"I saw it this morning.” 

"What do you think — ^that he was prowlmg round 
and saw the open window ?” 

Michael shook his head. 

"No,” he said quietly, "he came with one intention 
and purpose, which was to carry off your leadmg 
lady. That soimds highly dramatic and improbable, 
but that IS the opinion I have formed. This ape, 
I tell 3 rou, is nearly human.” 

"But he \vouldn’t know the girl. He has never 
seen her.” 

"He could smell her,” said Slike mstanth' "She 
lost a pair of gloves at the Towers toda}^, and it's any 
odds that they were stolen by the noble Gregor}' Penne, 
so that he might introduce to Bhag an unfailing 
scent ” 

“I can’t believe it , it is mcredible 1 Though I'll 
admit,” said Jack Knebworth thoughtfully, "that 
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these big apes do some amazing things Did you shoot 
him?" 

“lio, sir, I didn’t shoot him, but I can tell you this, 
vnat he’s an animal that’s been gunned before, or he’d 
have come for me, in which case he would have been 
now fairly dead.” 

"What were you doing round here, an5Tvay ?’’ 

"Just watching out,’’ said the other carelessly. 
"The earnest detective has so many things on his 
conscience that he can’t sleep like ordinary people 
Speaking for myself, I never mtended leaving the 
garden, because I eigiected Brer Bhag Who is 
that ?’’ 

The door opened, and a slim figure, wrapped in a 
dressmg-gown, came out into the open. 

"Young lady, you’re going to catch a very fine 
cold," warned Knebworth. "What happened to 
you ?" 

"I don’t know.” She was feelmg her wrist tenderly. 
"I heard something and went to the window, and then 
this horrible thing caught hold of me \Vhat was it, 
Mr. Brixan ?" 

"It was nothing more alarming than a monkey,” 
said he with affected imconcem "I'm sorry you 
were so scared. I guess the shooting worried you 
more?" . 

"You don’t guess an3rthmg of the kmd. You 
know it didn’t I Oh, it was horrible, homble !’’ She 
covered her face with her trembling hands 

Old Jack grunted 

"I think she’s right, too You owe something to 

ir fnend here, young lady. Apparently he was 

tpecting this visit and watched in &e garden.” 
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“You expected it ?” ^e gasped. 

“Mr. Knebworth has made rather more of the 
part I played than can be justified," said Mike, "And 
if you think that this is a hero’s natural modest 5 % 
you're mistaken I did expect this gentleman, because 
he’d been seen in the fields by Mr Longvale. And 
you thought you saw bun yoursdf, didn’t you, 
Knebworth ?" 

Jack nodded. 

“In fact, we all saw him,” Mike went on, “and as 1 
didn’t like the idea of a commg star (if I may express 
that pious hope) being subjected to tte annoyance of 
visitmg monkeys, I sat up m the garden." 

With a sudden impuIsiTC gesture she put out her 
little hand, and Michael took it. 

“Thank you, Mr. Brbcan," she said. “I have been 
wrong about you.” 

“Who isn't?" asked ^ke with an extravagant 
shrug. 

She returned to her room, and this time she closed 
her window. Once, before she went finally to sleep, 
she rose and, peeping through the curtains, saw the 
little glowing point of the watcher's cigar, and vent 
back to bed comforted, to sleep if it were onl}' for a 
few minutes before Foss b^an knocking on the doors 
to waken the company, ^ 

The literary man himself was the first down. The 
garden was beginnmg to show palely m the dawn light, 
and he bade Shchael Brixan a grufi good monung. 

“Good mommg to you,” said Jlichael "By the 
way, Mr. Foss, you stayed bdiind at Gri2 Towers 
yesterday to see our firiend Peime ?" 

“That’s no business of yours,” growled the man. 
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and would have passed on, but Michael stood squarely 
in his path. 

“There is one thing which is a business of mine, 
and that is to ask you why that little white disc appears 
on JIiss Leamington’s u-indow ?’* 

He pointed up to the white circle that the girl had 
seen the night before. 

“I don’t know anything about it,” said Foss with 
nsing anger, but there was also a note of fear in his 
voice. 

"If you don’t know, who uill ? Because I saw you 
put it there, just before it got dark last mght.” 

"Well, if you must know,” said the man, "it was to 
mark a vision boundary for the camera-man.” 

That sounded a plausible excuse. Michael had 
seen Jack Knebworth marking out boundaries in the 
garden to ensure the actors being in the picture. At 
the first opportunity, when Knebworth appeared he 
questioned him on the subject. 

“No, I gave no instructions to put up marks. ^Tiere 
is it?” 

Michael showed him. 

"I wouldn't have a mark up there, an 3 nvay, should 
I ? Right in the middle of a window 1 What do you 
make of it ?” 

“I think Foss put it there with one object The 
window was marked at Gregory’s request.” 

"But why ?” asked Knebworth, staring. 

"To show Bhag Adele Leamington's room That's 
vliy,” said Michael, and he was confident that his view 
was an accurate one. 
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CHAPTER Xir 

A CRY FROM A TOW'ER 

Michael did not wait to see the early-mommg scenes 
shot He had decided upon a course of action, and as 
soon as he conveniently could he made his escape 
from the Dower House, and, crossmg a field, reached 
the road which led to Gnfi Towers. Possessmg a good 
eye for country, he had duly noted the field-path which 
ran along the boundary of Sir Gregory Peime's estate, 
and was, he guessed, a short cut to Gnff ; and ten 
minutes’ walk brought him to the stile where the path 
jomed the road He walked quickly, his eyes on the 
ground, looking for some trace of the beast ; but there 
had been no ram, and, unless he had wounded tlie 
animal, there was little hope that he would pick up tlie 
track. 

Presently he came to the high flmt wall which 
marked the southern end of the baronet's grounds, 
and this he followed until he came to a postern let in 
the wall, a door that appeared to have been recently 
in use, for it was ajar, he noted with satisfaction. 

Pushmg it open, he found himself in a large field 
which evidently served as kitchen garden for the house 
There was nobody in aght. The grey tower looked 
even more forbidding and ugly in the early-morning 
light No smoke came from the cliimnej's Grift ivas a 
house of the dead. Nevertheless, he proceeded caut- 
iousl3^ and, mstead of crossing the field, moved back 
into the shadow of the wall until he reached the high 
boxwood fence that ran at right angles and separated 



THE AVEKGER 


72 

the kitchen garden from that beautifnl pleasance 
which Jack Knebw’orth had used the previous morning 
as a background for his scenes 

And all the time he kept his eyes roving, expecting 
at any moment to see the hideous figure of Bhag 
appear from the ground. At last he reached the end 
of the hedge. He was now withm a few paces of the 
gravelled front, and less than half a dozen yards from 
the high, square grey tower which gave the house its 
name. 

From where he stood he could see the whole front of 
the house. The dravm white blinds, the general life- 
lessness of Griff, might have convinced a less sceptical 
man than ^like Brixan that his suspicions were un- 
founded. 

He was hesitating as to whether he should go to the 
house or not when he heard a crash of glass, and 
looked up in time to see firagments falling from the 
topmost room of the tower. The sun had not yet 
risen, the earth was still wrapped in the illusory 
dawn light, and the hedge made an admirable hiding- 
place. 

WTio was breaking windows at this hour of the 
morning ? Surely not the careful Bhag — so far he had 
reached in his speculations, when the morning air was 
rent by a shrill scream, of such fear that his flesh w’ent 
cold. It came from the upper room and ended abruptly, 
as though somebody had put his hand over the mouth 
of the unfortunate from whom that cry of terror had 
been wrung. 

Hesitating no longer, Hichael stepped from his place 
of concealment, ran quickly across the gravel, and 
pulled at the bdl before the great entrance, which was 
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immediately imder the tower. He heard the clang of 
the bell and looked quickly round, to make absolutdj' 
sure that Bhag or some of the copper-coloured re- 
tamers of GrifE Towers were not trailing him. 

A minute passed — two — and his hand was agam 
raised to the iron bell-pull, when he heard heaiw feet 
in the corridor, a shuffle of shppers on the tiled floor of 
the hall, and a gruff voice demanded : 

“Who’s there ?’’ 

"llichael Brixan" 

There was a grunt, a rattle of chains, a snapping of 
locks, and the big door opened a few mches 
Gregory Penne was wearing a pair of grey flannel 
trousers and a shirt, the wristbands of which were 
unfastened His mahgnant glare changed to wonder 
at the sight of the detective 
"What do you want?” he demanded, and opened 
the door a feiv more mches 
“I want to see you," said Mchael. 

"Usually call at daybreak ?” growled the man as he 
closed the door on his visitor, 

Michael made no answer, but followed Gregory' 
Penne to his room The hbrary had evidently been 
occupied throughout the night. The ivmdows were 
shuttered, the electroliers were burning, and before 
the fire was a table and two whisky bottles, one of 
which was empty, 

“Have a drmk?” said Penne mechanically, and 
poured' himself out a portion with an unsteady hand. 

“Is your ape in ?” asked Michael, refusmg the 
preferred drink with a gesture. 

“What, Bhag? I suppose so. He goes and comes 
as he likes. Do you want to see him ?’ ’ 
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“Not particularly,” said Michael. "I’ve seen him 
once tonight.” 

Penne was lighting the stub of a cigar from the fire 
as he spoke, and he looked round quickly. 

"You've seen him before ? What do you mean 

"I saw hun at the Dower House, trying to get into 
!Miss Leamington’s room, and he was as near to being 
a dead orang-outang as he has ever been.” 

The man dropped the lighted spill on the hearth and 
stood up 

"Did you shoot him ?” he asked. 

"I shot at him.” 

Gregory nodded. 

"You shot at him,” he said softly. "That accounts 
for it. ^Vhy did you shoot him? He’s perfectly 
harmless.” 

"He didn’t strike me that way,” said Slichael coolly. 
"He w’as trying to pull Miss Leamington from her room ” 

Tlie man’s eyes opened. 

"He got so far, did he ? Well ?” 

There was a pause. 

"You sent him to get the girl,” said Michael. "You 
also bribed Foss to put a mark on the window so that 
Bhag should know where the girl was sleeping.” 

He paused, but the other made no reply. 

"The cave-man method is fairly beastly, even when 
the cave-man does his own kidnapping. When he 
sends an anthropoid ape to do his dirty work, it passes 
into another category.” 

The man’s ^es were invisible now ; his face had 
grown a deeper hue 

"So that’s your line, is it ?” he said. "I thought 
you were a pal.” 
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"I’m not responsible for your illusions,” said MidiaeL 
"Only I tell you this” — ^he tapped the man's chest 
with his finger — ^"if any harm comes to Adde Leam- 
ington that is traceable to you or your infernal agent, 
I shan’t be contented -with shooting ^Ir. Bhag ; I vnll 
come here and shoot you 1 Do you understand ? And 
now you can tell me what is the meaning of that 
scream I heard from your tower.” 

"Who the hell do you imagine you’re cross-ques- 
tioning?” spluttered Penne, hvid with fury. "You 
dirty, miserable httle actor !” 

Michael slipped a card firom his pocket and put it m 
the man’s hand 

"You’ll find my title to question you legibly in- 
scribed,” he said- 

The man brought the card to the table-lamp and 
read it The effect was dectrical His big jaw dropped, 
and the hand that hdd the card trembled so violentl}’ 
that It dropped to the floor. 

"A detective?” he croaked, "A — a detective I 
\Miat do you want here 

"I heard somebody scream,” said Michad. 

"One of the servants maybe. We’ve got a Papuan 
woman here who's ill : in fact, die's a httle mad, and 
we're moving her tomorrow. I'll go and see if you 
like?” 

He looked toward Michad as though seeking per- 
mission. His whole attitude was one of humihty, and 
^lichad required no more than the sight of that pahid 
face and those chattering teeth to turn his suspidon 
to certainty. Something was happening in this house 
that he must get to the bottom of. 

"May I go and see ?” asked Penne 
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Michael nodded. The stout man shufSed out of the 
room as though he were in a hurry to be gone, and the 
lock clicked. Instantly Jklichael was at the door, 
turned the handle and polled. It was locked i 

He looked round the room quickly, and, running to 
one of the windows, flung back the curtain and pulled 
at the shutter. But this too was locked. It was, to 
all intents and purposes, a door with a httle keyhole 
at the bottom. He was examining this when aU the 
lights in the room went out, the only illumination being 
a faint red glow from the fire. 


CHAPTER XIII 

THE TRAP THAT FAILED 

And then hlichael heard a faint creak m one comer of 
the room. It was followed by the almost imperceptible 
sound of bare feet on the thick pile carpet and the 
noise of quick breathing. 

He did not hesitate. Feeling again for the keyhole 
of the shutter, he pulled out his pistol and fired twice 
at the lock. The sound of the explosion was deafening 
in the confined space of the room. It must have had an 
electrical efiect upon the intrader, for when, with a 
wrench, the shutter opened, and at a touch the white 
bhnd sprang up, flooding with light the big, ornate 
room, it was empty. 

Almost immediately afterwards the door opened 
through wMch the baronet had passed. If he had 
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been panic-stncken before, his condition iras now 
pitiable. 

"What’s that? WTiat’s that^’’ he whimpered. 
"Did somebody shoot ?” 

"Somebody shot,” said SEchael calmly, "and I was 
the somebody. And the gentlemen you sent into the 
room to settle accounts with me are very lucky that I 
confined my firing-practice to the lock of your shutter, 
Penne,” 

He saw something white on the ground, and, crossing 
the room with quick strides, picked it up It was a 
scarf of coarse silk, and he smelt it. 

"Somebody dropped this in their hurry,” he said. 
"I guess it was to be used.” 

"My dear fellow, I assure you I didn’t know.” 

"How is the mteresting mvalid?” asked Michael 
with a curl of his lip. "The lunatic lady who screams ?” 

The man fingered his trembling bps for a moment 
as though he were trying to control them. 

"She’s all right It was as I — as I thought,” he said , 
"she had some sort of fit ” 

Mchael eyed him pensively. 

"I’d like to see her, if I may,” he said 

"You can’t.” Penne's voice was loud, defiant 
"You can’t see anybody ! What tlie hell do you mean 
by cotmng mto my house at this hour of the morning 
and damaging my property ? I’ll have this matter 
reported to Scotland Yard, and I’ll get the coat off 
your back, my man ! Some of you detectives think 
you own the earth, but I'll show’ 5’ou you don’t !” '• 

The blustering voice rose to a roar. He was smotli- 
enng his fear in weak anger, Itlidiael thought, and 
looked up at the swords above the mantelpiece Fol- 
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loving the direction of his eyes. Sir Gregory wilted, 
and again his manner changed. 

"My dear fellow, why exasperate me? Tm the 
nicest man in the world if you only treat me right. 
You’ve got crazy ideas about me, you have indeed !” 

Llichael did not argue. He walked slowly down the 
passage and out to meet the first sector of a blazing 
sun As he reached the door he turned to the man. 

"I cannot insist upon searching your house because 
I have not a warrant, as you know, and by the time 
I’d got a warrant there would be nothing to find. But 
you look out, my friend!*’ He waved a warning 
finger at the man. "I hate dragging in classical 
allusions, but I should advise you to look up a lady in 
mythology who was kno\vn to the Greeks as Adrastia !’’ 

And with this he left, walking down the drive, 
w’atched with eyes of despair by a pale-faced girl from 
the upper window of the tower, whilst Sir Gregory 
vent back to his library and, by much diligent search- 
ing, discovered that Adrastia was another name for 
Nemesis 

Michael was back at the Dower House in time for 
breakfast. It was no great tribute to his charm that 
his absence had passed unnoticed — or so it appeared, 
though Adele had marked his disappearance and had 
been the first to note his return. 

Jack Knebworth was in his most cheery mood. The 
scenes had been, he thought, most successful. 

'T can’t tell, of course, imtil I get back to the la- 
boratory and develop the pictures ; but so far as young 
Leamington is concerned, she's wonderful. I hate 
predicting at this early stage, but I believe that she's 
going to be a great artiste." 
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"You didn't expect her to be’’’ said Michael in 
surprise. 

Jack laughed scornfully. 

"I was very annoyed with Mendoza, and when I 
took this outfit on location I did so quite expecting 
that I should have to return and retike the picture 
with Mendoza in the cast Film stars aren’t bom, 
they’re made . they’re made by bitter experience, 
patience, and suffering. They have got to pass through 
stages of stark ineffiaenc3% dunng which they’re liable 
to be discarded, before they win out. Your girl has 
skipped all the inten^enmg phases and has won at the 
first time of asking.’’ 

“^\^le^ you talk about 'my girl’,’’ said Jfichael 
carefull}’, "will you be good enough to remember that 
I have the merest and most casual interest in tlie 
lady’’’ 

"If you’re not a liar,’’ said Jack Knebworth, "you’re 
a piece of dieese !’’ 

"MTiat chance has she as a film artiste ?’’ asked 
Michael, anxious to turn the subject 

Knebworth ruffled his white hair. 

"Precious httle,’’ he said. "There isn’t a chance for 
a girl in England. That’s a homble thing to say, but 
it’s true You can count the so-called English stars 
on the fingers of one hand , they’ve only a local re- 
putation and they're gencrallv- married to the pro- 
ducer. MTiat chance has an outsider got of breaking 
into the movies ? And even if tliej'' break in, it’s not 
much good to them Production in this country is 
streets behind production either m .-America or in 
Germany It is even behind the French, though the 
French films are nearlv the dullest m the world Tlie 
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Biitidi producer has no ideas of his own; he can 
adopt and adapt the stunts, the tricks of actmg, the 
methods of hghtmg, that he sees in foreign films 
at trade shows ; and with the aid of an American 
camera-man he can produce something which might 
have been produced a couple of years ago at Holly- 
wood. It’s queer, because England has never been 
left behind as she has been m the cinema industry. 
France started the motor-car mdustry • today, England 
makes the finest motor-car in the world. America 
started aviation ; today, the Bntish aeroplanes have 
no superior And yet, with all the example before 
them, ^vith all the immense profits which are waifang 
to be made, in the past twenty years England has not 
produced one film star of international note, one film 
picture with an international reputation." 

It was a subject upon which he was prepared to 
enlarge, and did enlarge, throughout the journey bad 
to Chichester. 

"The anema mdustry is m the hands of showmen 
all the world over, but in England it is in the hands oi 
peep-shovmen, as against the Bamums of the States 
No, there's no chance for your little friend, not in this 
country If the picture I’m taking makes a hit in 
America — yes. She’ll be playing at Hollywood m 
twelve months’ time in an English stoiy — directed by 
Americans I" 

In tlie outer lobby of his office he found a visitor 
waiting for him, and gave her a curt and steely good 
morning. 

'T want to see you, Mr. Knebw’orth,’’ said Stella 
Mendoza, with a smile at the leading-man, who had 
followed Knebv/orth into his office 
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"You want to see me, do you ? Why, you can see 
me now. \^Tiat do you want ?” 

She was pulling at a lace handkerchief vnth a pretu 
air of penitence and confusion Jack was not im- 
pressed. He himself had taught her all that hand- 
kerchief stuff. 

"rve been very silly, Tsic. Knebworth, and I've come 
to ask your pardon. Of course, it vas VTong to keep 
the boys and girls waiting, and I really am sorry. Shall 
I come in the morning ’ Or can I st^ today ?’’ 

A faint smile trembled at the comers of the director's 
big mouth. 

“You needn't come in the morning and you needn’t 
stay today, Stella,” he said “Your substitute has 
done remarkably well, and I don’t fed. inclined to 
retake the picture '' 

She flashed an angry glance at him, a glance at 
total variance with her softer attitude 

"I've got a contract : I suppose you know that, 
Mr. Knebworth she said shrilly 

“I'd ever so much rather play opposite JIiss Men- 
doza,” murmured a gentle voice It was the youthful 
Reggie Connolly, he of the sleek hair. "It's not easy 
to play opposite iliss — I don’t even know her name 
She’s so — well, she lacks the artistry, Mr Kneb- 
worth” 

Old Jack didn’t speak His gloomj’ e\es were fi\ed 
upon the youth. 

“WTiat's more, I don’t feel I can do myself justice 
with IkEss Mendoza out of the cast," said Reggie "I 
really don’t 1 I fed most awfulty, tembh* nervous, 
and it’s difficult to express one's personahtv w„cn 
one’s awfully, terriblj' nervous. In fact,” he ;aid 

F 
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CHAPTER XIV 

MENDOZA MAKES A FIGHT 

Jack stared at him in amazement 

"You're joking 1” he said 

"On the contrary, I am very much in earnest," said 
Michael quietly. "But to know the Head-Hunter, and 
to bang his crimes home to him, are quite different 
matters " 

Jack Knebworth sat at his desk, his hands thrust 
into his trousers pockets, a look of blank mcredulity 
on the face turned to the detective. 

"Is xt one of my company’" he asked, troubled, 
and Michael laughed. 

"I haven't the pleasure of knowing all your com- 
pany,” he said diplomatically, "but, at an}' rate, don't 
let the Head-Hunter worry you Whsi are jnu going 
to do about Mr. R^gie Connolly 

The director shrugged 

"He doesn’t mean it, and I Avas a fool to get wild," 
he said "That kind of ninny never means anytinns: 
You wouldn't dream, to see him on the screen, full of 
tenderness and love and manliness, that he’s the poor 

httle ]ell 5 'fish he is I As for Mendoza " He swept 

his hands before him, and the gesture ivas significant 

Miss SteUa Mendoza, however, was not accepting 
her dismissal so readilj' She had fought her way up 
from nothing, and was not prepared to forfeit her 
position ivithout a struggle Moreover, her position 
was a serious one. She had money — so much money 
tliat she need never work again , for, in addition to 
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her big salaiy, enjoyed an income from a source 
which need not he too closdy inquired into- But there 
was a danger that Knebworth might cany the war 
into a wider field. 

Her first move was to go m search of Adele Leam- 
ington, who, she learnt that morning for the first time, 
had taken her place. Though she went m a spirit of 
conciliation, she choked with anger to discover that 
the girl was occupying the star’s dressing-room, the 
room which had always been sacred to Stella Men- 
doza’s use. Infuriated, yet preserving an outward 
calm, she knocked at the door. (That she, Stella 
Mendoza, should knock at a door rightfully hers was 
maddening enough !) 

Adele was sittmg at the bare dressmg-table, gazing, 
a little awe-stricken, at the array of mirrors, lights and 
the vista of dresses down the long alley-way which 
served as a wardrobe. At the sight of Mendoza she 
went red- 

"JIiss Leamington, isn’t it’” asked Stella sweetly. 
"May I come in ?” 

‘‘Do, please,” said Adele, hastily rismg. 

"Please do sit down,” said Stella. "It’s a very 
uncomfortable chair, but most of the chairs here are 
uncomfortable. They tell me you have been 'doubling' 
for me ?” 

" ‘Doubling’ ?” said Adele, puzzled. 

"Yes, Mr. Knebworth said he was ‘doubling’ you 
You know what I mean : when an artiste can’t appear, 
they sometimes put in an understudy in scenes where 
she’s not very distinctly shown — long shots ” 

"But ilr. Knebworth took me close up,” said the 
girl quietly. "I was only in one long shot.” 
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Lliss Mendoza masked her anger and sighed. 

"Poor old chap ’ He’s very angry with me and 
really I oughtn’t to annoy him. I'm coining back 
tomorrow, you know.” 

The girl went pale 

"It’s fearfully humiliating for you, I realize, bni, 
my dear, we’ve all had to go through that expsnence. 
And people in the studio will be very nice to you ' 
"But it’s impossible,” said Adele "Mr. Knebi^orth 
told me I was to be in the picture from start to finish ” 
Mendoza shook her head smilingly. 

“You can never bdieve what these fellows tell you,” 
she said. "He’s just told me to be ready to shoot 
tomorrow mommg on the South Downs ” 

Adele’s heart sank. She knew that was the ren- 
dezvous, though she was not aware of the fact that 
Stella Mendoza had procured her information from the 
disgruntled Mr. Connolly. 

"It is humiliating,” Stella went on thoughtfully 
"If I were you, I would go up to town and stay awav 
for a couple of weeks tiU the whole thing has blown 
over. I feel very' much to blame for your disappoint- 
ment, my dear, and if money is any compensation ’ 

She opened her bag and, takmg out a wad of notes, 
detached four and put them on the table 
"WTiat is this for asked Adele coldly 

"Well, my dear, you’ll want money for e-\pcnses ” 

"If you imagine I'm going to London witliout seeing 
Mr. Knebworth and finding out for myself wheiiii 

you’re speaking the truth ’’ 

Mendoza’s face flamed. 

"Do you suggest I’m lymg ?” 

She had dropped all pretence of friendliness: and 



86 


THE AVENGER 


stood, a veritable virago, her hands on her hips, her 
dark face thrust doim into Adele's. 

“I don’t know whether you’re a liar or whether you 
are mistaken,” said Adde, who was less afraid of this 
termagant than she had been at the news she had 
brought. "The only thing I’m perfectly certain about 
is that for the moment this is my room, and I will ask 
you to leave it !” 

She opened the door, and for a moment was afraid 
that the girl would strike her ; but the broad-shoul- 
dered Insh dresser, a silent but passionately interested 
spectator and audience, interposed her huge bulk and 
good-humouredl}' pushed the ragmg star into the 
corridor. 

"I’ll have you out of there !” she screamed across the 
woman’s shoulder. "Jack Knebworth isn’t everything 
in this company! I've got influence enough to fire 
Knebworth !” 

The imrepeatable innuendoes that followed were 
not good to hear, but Adele Leamington listened m 
scornful silence. She was only too relieved (for the 
girl’s fury was eloquent) to know that she had not been 
speaking the truth. For one horrible moment Adele 
had believed her, knowing that Knebv’orth -would not 
hesitate to sacrifice her or any other member of the 
company if by so doing the values of the picture 
could be stren^ened 

Knebworth was alone when his ex-star was an- 
nounced, and his first instinct was not to see her. 
Whatever his mtentions might have been, she de- 
termined his action by appearing in the doorway just 
as he was making up his mind what line to take. He 
fixed her with his gimlet eyes for a second, and then. 
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•with a ierk of his head, called her in Wlien they were 
alone: 

"There are many things I admire about you, Stella, 
and not the least of them is your nerve. But it is no 
good coming to me with any of that let-bygones-be- 
%gones stuS You’re not appearing in this picture, 
and maybe you'll never appear in another picture of 
mine” 

“Is that so ?” she drawled, sitting do-wn unimnted, 
and taking from her bag a little gold dgarctte-case 

"You’ve come in to tell me that you've got influence 
with a number of people who are financially interested 
in this corporation,” said Jack, to her dismay She 
wondered if there were telephone communications 
between the dressing-room and the office, tlien re- 
membered there weren’t 

"I’ve handled a good many women in my time,” he 
went on, "and I’ve never had to fire one but she didn't 
produce the President, Vice-President or Treasurer 
and hold them over my head with lliem feet ready to 
kick out my brains 1 And, Stella, none of those hold- 
ups have ever got past. People who are financially 
interested in a company^ may love you to dcatli, but 
they've got to have the money to love you with , and 
if I don’t make pictures tliat sell, somebody is short oi 
a perfectly good diamond necklace.” 

"We’ll see if Sir Gregory thinks the same way,” she 
said defiantly, and Jack Knebworth whistled. 

"Gr^ory' Penne, eh ' I didn’t know vou had 
fnends m that quarter. Yes, he is a stockholder in the 
company, but he doesn't hold enough to make 
difference. I guess he told you that he did And if he 
held mnety^-nine j>er cent of it, Stella, it wouldn't 
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"Light-mile” was a teiro she had acquired from a 
sdentiQc admirer. It had the double advantage of 
sounding grand and creatmg the demand for an ex- 
planation To her annoyance, Foss was sufficiently 
acquainted with elementary physics to know that she 
meant the period of time that a ray of hght Mould take 
to traverse a mile. 

"Is he in his office now ?” 

She nodded, and without any further word Lawley 
Foss, m some trepidation, knocked at his chief’s door. 

"The truth is, Mr. Knebworth, I want to ask a 
favour of you." 

"Is it money demanded Jack, loolang up from 
under his bushy brows. 

“Well, it was mone}’, as a matter of fact There 
have been one or two little bills I’ve overlooked, and 
the bailiffs have been after me I’ve got to raise fifty 
pounds by two o'clock this afternoon ” 

Jack pulled open a drawer, took out a book and 
MTote a cheque, not for fifty pounds, but for eighty. 

"That’s a month’s salary m advance,” he said 
"You’ve drawn your pay up to toda}’, and by the 
terms of your contract you’re entitled to one montli’s 
notice or pay therefor You’ve got it.” 

Foss went an ugly red. 

“Does that mean I’m fired ?" he asked loudly. 

Jack nodded. 

"You're fired, not because you want money, not 
because you’re one of the most difficult men on tlie lot 
to deal MTth, but for what jou did last nicht, Foss ’ 

"^^^lat do you mean ?” 

"I mean I am takmg Mr, Bnxan’s view, that von 
fastened a w’hite label to the wnrdow of 1 on- 
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ington’s room in order to guide an agent of Sir Gregory 
Penne. That agent came and nearly kidnapped my 
leading lady.” 

The man's lip curled in a sneer. 

"You’ve got melodrama in your blood, Knetrworth,” 
he said. ^'Kidnap your leading lady ! Those sort of 
things may happen in the Umted States, but they 
don't happen in England.” 

"Close the door as you go out,” said Jack pre- 
paring for his work. 

"Let me say this ” began Foss. 

"I’ll let you say nothing,” snarled Knebworth. "I 
won’t even let you say 'good-bye*. Get 1” 

.And, when the door slammed behind his \nsitor, the 
old director pushed a bell on his table, and, to his 
assistant who came : 

"Get Miss Leamington down here,” he said. "I'd 
like contact with something that’s wholesome ” 


CHAPTER XV 

TIVO FROM THE YARD 

f 

Chichester is not famous for its restaurants, but the 
dining-room of a little hotel, where three people for- 
gathered that afternoon, had the advantage of pnvacy. 

VTien Mike Bnxan got back i to his hotel he found 
two men waiting to see him, and after a brief mtro- 
duction he took them upstairs tii) his sitting-room. 
"I’m glad you’ve come,” he said, when the inspector 
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had dosed the door behind him. "The fact is that 
sheerly criimiial work is a novelty to me, and I’m 
afraid that I'm going to make it a m3'steiy to 3'ou,” he 
smiled. "At the moment I’m not prepared to give 
expression to all my sospidons ” 

Detective Inspector L3»le, the chief of the two, 
laughed 

"We have been placed entirdy under your orders, 
Captam Brixan,” he said, "and neither of us arc very 
curious The information you asked for, Sergeant 
Walters has brought,” He indicated his tall com- 
pamon. 

"Which information — about Peane’ Is he known 
to the police asked Michael, interested. 

Sergeant Walters nodded. 

"He was convicted and fined a few 3'ears ago for 
assaulting a servant — ^a woman Apparently he took 
a whip to the girl, and he very narrow^ escaped going 
to prison That was the first time our attention ivas 
attracted to him, and we made mqumes both in 
London and in the Malay States and found out aU 
about him. He's a very nch man, and, being a distant 
cousm of the late baronet, you ma\’^ sa}' he fluked bis 
title In Borneo he lived up-countn', practicall}* m 
the bush, for fifteen or twenty years, and the stone? 
we have about him aren't particularly savour^' Tliere 
are a feiv of them which n’ou might read at 3mur leisure, 
Mr. Brixan — ^they're in ^e record " 

Michael nodded. 

"Is an3dhing known of an educated orang-outang 
which is his companion ?” 

To his surprise, the officer answered * 

"Bhag ? Oh yes, we knoiv all about him He .\-as 
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captured when he vras quite a baby by Peime, and was 
brought up m captivity. It has been rather difhcult 
to trace the man, because he never returns to England 
by the usual steamship line, so that it's almost im- 
possible to have a tag on him. He has a yacht, a fine 
sea-going boat, the Kipi, which is practically officered 
and manned by Papuans. \\Tiat comes and goes with 
him I don't know. There was a complaint came 
through to us that the last time he was abroad Penne 
nearly lost his life as the result of some quarrd he had 
with a local tribesman. Now, Mr. Brixan, what would 
you like us to do ?” 

Michael's instructions were few and brief. That 
evening, when Adele walked home to her lodgings, she 
was conscious that a man was following her, and after 
her previous night’s adventure this fact would have 
played havoc wth her nerves but for the note she 
found waiting when she got indoors. It was from 
^lichael. 

Would you mind if I put a Scottand Yard man to 
watch you, to see that you do not get tnto mischief ^ I 
don't think there's any danger tJuit you will, but I sluill 
feel ever so much easier in my mind if you will endure 
this annoyance. 

She read the letter and her brows knit. So she was 
being shadowed ! It was an uncomfortable experience, 
and yet she could not very well object — could not 
indeed feel an3rthmg but a sense of warm gratitude 
toward this ubiquitous and pushful young man, vho 
seemed determined not to let her out of his sight. 
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CHAPTER XYl 

THE BROWN SIAN FROM NOWHERE 

With a brand-new grievance against life. Law ley Foss 
gathered his forces to avenge himself npon the w'orld 
that had treated him so harshly. And first and most 
powerful of his forces was Stella Mendoza. There was 
a council of war held in the drawing-room of the pretty 
httle house that Stella had taken when she joined the 
Knebw’orth Corporation The third of the party was 
Mr. Reggie Connolly. And as they were mutually, 
sympathetic, so were they mutually unselfish — charac- 
teristically so 

“We've been treated disgracefully by Ivnebworth, 
Mr. Foss, espedally you. I think, compared with 
your case, mine is nothing." 

"It is the way he has handled you that malies me 
sore,” said Foss energetically. "An artiste of your 
standing 1” 

"Tlie work you’ve done for him 1 And Reggie — ^hc 
treated him like a dog 1” 

“Personally, it doesn’t matter to me," said Reggie 
'T can always find a contract — ^it’s you 

“For the matter of that, we can aH find contracts." 
interrupted Stella with a taste of acid in her vcice 
“I can have my own company when I please, and e 
got two directors mad to direct me, and two men I 
know’ w’ould put up every cent of money to give me ru 
own company — at least, thej'’d put up a lot. .\nd 
Chauncey Seller is raving to play opposite me, and yot. 
know what a star he is : and he’d let me be icatn c\i 
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and go into small t3rpe himself. He’s a lovely man, 
and the best juvenile in this country or any other." 

Mr. Connolly coughed. 

"The point is, can vre get the money now ?” asked 
Foss, practical for once. 

There vTis no immediate and enthusiastic assurance 
from the girl. 

"Because, if not, I think I can get all I want,” said 
Foss surprisingly. "I won’t say from whom, or how 
I'm gomg to get it But I’m certain I can get big 
money, and it will be easier to get it for some specific 
object than to ask for it for myself ” 

"Less risky ?” suggested Connolly, with a desire to 
be in the conversation 

It was an unfortunate remark, the more so since by 
chance he had hit the nail on the head. Foss went a 
dull red. 

"What the hell do you mean b}’ ‘less risky’ ?’’ he 
demanded. 

Poor Reggie had meant nothing, and admitted as 
much in some haste. He had meant to be helpful, and 
w'as ready to sulk at the storm he had aroused. More 
ready because, as the convMsation had progressed, he 
had faded more and more into the background as an 
mconsiderable factor. There is nothing quite so dis- 
heartening to a conspirator as to find the conspiring 
taken out of his hands, and Reggie Coimolly felt it was 
the moment to make a complete volte face, and inci- 
dentally assert what he was pleased to call his "per- 
sonahty”. 

"This is aU very well, Stella," he said, "but it looks 
to me as if I'm gomg to be left out m the cold. What 
ivith your thinkmg about Chauncey Seller — he’s let 
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down more pictures than anj^ t\\o men I know — and all 
that sort of thing, I don't see that I'm going to be 
much use to you. I don’t reallj' I know jou'U think 
I'm a fearful, awful rotter, but I feel tliat we owe 
something to old Jack ICneb, I do really. I've jeo- 
pardized my position for your sake, and I’m prepared 
to do anything m reason, but what with pulhng Chaun- 
cey Seller — who is a bounder of the w'orst kind — into 
your cast, and what with Foss jumping down mj 
throat, w’ell, really — ^really f" 

They were not mdined to mollify him, having rather 
an eye to the future than to the present, and he had 
retired in a huff before the girl realized that tlie holding 
of Reggie would at least have embarrassed Kncbworth 
to the extent of forcing a retake of those parts of the 
picture in w’hich he appeared. 

"Never mind about Connolly. The picture is certain 
to fail ivitli that extra she’s bad I have a friend in 
London," explained Foss, after the discussion re- 
turned to the question of ways and means, "who tan 
put up tlie money. I’ve got a sort of pull watli him 
In fact — ivell, anyhow, I've got a pull I’ll go up 
tonight and see him.” 

"And I'll see mine,” said Stella "We’ll call the 

company The Stella ^lendoza Picture Corporaiion ” 

Lawley Foss demurred. He was inchned to another 
title, and W’as prepared to accept as a compromise the 
Foss-Mendoza or F.M Company, a compromise agree- 
able to Stella provided the initials were rever-ed 
"\Mio is Brixan she asked as Foss was leav,ng 
"He is a detective.” 

She opened her eyes wide. 

"A detective ^ Wliatever is he doing here 
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Lawley Foss snuied contemptuously. 

“He is trying to discover what no man of his mental 
calibre tvill ever discover, the Head-Hunter. I am the 
one man in the world who could help him. Instead of 
which” — ^he smiled again — “I am helping myself ” 

With which crt-ptic and m5'stifying statement he 
left her. 

Stella Jlendoza was an ambitious woman, and when 
ambition is directed toward wealth and fame it is not 
attended by scruple Her private life and her standard 
of values were no better and no w'orse than thousands 
of otlier women, and no more belonged to her pro- 
fession than did her passion for good food aud luxurious 
environment. The sms of any particular class or pro- 
fession are not peculiar to their status or calling, but 
to their self-education in the matter of the permissible 
As one woman would die rather than surrender her 
self-respect, so another would lose her self-respect 
rather than suffer poverty and hardship, and think 
httle or nothmg of the act or the deceit she practised to 
gam her ends 

After Foss had gone, she went up to her room to 
change. It w'as too early to make the call she intended, 
for Sir Gregory did not like to see her during the day- 
time He who had not hesitated to send Bhag on a 
fantastic mission was a stickler for the proprieties. 

Having some letters to post, she drove into 
Cliichester late in the afternoon, and saw Mike Brixan 
in pecuhar circumstances He was the centre of a little 
crowd near the market cross, a head above the sur- 
rounding people There was a policeman present, she 
sawhishdmet,and for a momentw'as inclined to satisfy 
her curiosity. She changed her mind, and when she 
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returned the crowd had dispersed and Slichael had 
disappeared, and, dnvmg home, she wondered whether 
the detective had been engaged profesaonally. 
jMike hunself had been attracted bj' the crowd which 
w’as watching the ineffectual efforts of a Sussex police- 
man to make himself intelligible to a shock-haired 
brown-faced native, an mcongruous figure in an ill- 
fitting suit of store clothes and a derby hat which was 
a little too large for him In his hand he carried a 
bundle tied up in a bright green handkerchief, and 
under his arm a long object wrapped m linen and 
fastened with mnumerable strmgs At the first sight 
of him Michael thought it was one of Penne's Malat'an 
servants, but on second thoughts he realized that Sir 
Gregory would not allow any of his slaves to run loose 
about the countryside 

Pusliing his way through the crowd, he came up to 
the pohceman, who touched his helmet rim and grinned 

“Can’t make head or tail of this felloiv's lingo, sir.” 
he said "He wants to know something, but I can’t 
make out what. He has just come into the city.” 

The brown man turned his big dark eyes upon Mike 
and said something which w'as Greek to the detective. 
There wras a curious dignity about the native that even 
his ludicrous garments could not wholly dissipate, an 
erectness of body, a carriage of head, an imponderable 
air of greatness that mstantly claimed Midiacl Brixan’s 
attention. 

Then suddenly he had an inspiration, and addres-wi 
the man in Dutch. Immedidtel5' the native’s eves lit 
up. 

'‘Ja, mynheer, I speak Dutch " 

Mike had guessed that he came from Malaya, where 

c 



THE AVENGER 


98 

Dutch and Portuguese are spoken by the better-class 
natives. 

"I am from Borneo, and I seek a man who is called 
Truji, an Englishman. No, mynheer, I wish to see his 
house, for he is a great man in ray country \Mien I 
have seen his house I will go back to Borneo ” 

Jlike was w'atching him as he talked. It was a 
particularly good-looking fa<^, except for the long and 
ugly scar ^at ran from his forehead to the point of his 
iaw'. 

A new servant for Gregory Peime, thought the 
detective, and gave him directions. Standing by the 
policeman’s side, he v/atched the queer figure with its 
bundles till it disappeared. 

"Queer language, that, sir,” said the ofiicer. "It 
was Dutch to me ” 

"And to me!" chuckled Mike, and continued his 
way to the hotel. 


CHAPTER XVII 

MR. rOSS MAKES A SUGGESTION 

Immersed in her beloved senpt, Adele Leamington 
sat on her bed, a box of marrons glacis by her side, her 
knees tucked up, and a prodigious frown on her fore- 
head. Try as hard as she would, she found it im- 
possible to concentrate upon the intricate directions 
with w’hich Foss invariably tortured the pages of his 
scenarios. Ordinarily she could have mastered this 
handicap, but, for some reason or other, individual 
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thoughts which belonged wholly to her and had no 
association with her art came flowmg fortli m such 
volume that the lines were meaningless and the page, 
for aU the instruction it gave to her, might as well have 
been blank. 

\\Tiat 'tcas IKchael Brixan ' He was not her idea of 
a detective, and why was he staying in Chichester ^ 
Could it be • . ? She flushed at the thought and V as 
angry with herself It was hardly likely that a man 
u ho was engaged m unravelling a temble crime would 
huger for the sake of being near to her. Was tlie Head- 
Hunter, the murderer, hving near Chichester ’ She 
dropped her manuscript to her knees at the appalling 
thought 

The voice of her landlandy aroused her. 

"Will you see Mr Foss, miss 

She jumped up from the bed and opened the door. 

"mere is he ?" 

"I’ve put him in the parlour,” said the woman, who 
liad grown a little more respectful of late Possibly 
the nse of the extra to stardom was generally knowri 
in that small town, wliicli took an interest m th'' 
fortunes of its one ewe lamb of a production company' 
Law’Iey Foss w’as standing by tlie window, looking 
out, w'hen she came into the room. 

"Good afternoon, Adele,” he said genially (He had 
never called her by her Chnstian name before, even if 
he had known it.) 

"Good afternoon, Jlr. Foss,” she said vntli a sm;!*: 
"I’m sorry' to hear that you have left us ” 

Foss lifted his shoulders in a gesture of indifTcrcnco 
"The scope was a httle too limited for my land of 
work,” he said. 
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FOSS MAKES A SUGGESTIOK 101 

I'd have been glad of yonr co-operation. He's crai^ 
about you If Mendoza knew that, she’d kill you 
"Miss Mendoza^’* gasped the girl "But wh\ ? 
Does she — she know him ?" 

He nodded. 

"Yes ; very few people are aware of the fact. There 
was a time when he’d have done an 5 rthing for her, and 
she was a ^vise girl — die let him help 1 Mendoza has 
money to bum and diamonds to fill the Jewel House 
Adele listened, horror-stricken, incredulous, and he 
hastened to insure himself against Stella’s \\Tath. 

"You needn't tell her I told you — this is m strict 
confidence. I don't want to get on the wrong side of 
Penne either” ; he shivered. "That man’s a devil *’’ 
Her lips twitched. 

"And yet you calmly ask me to dme with him, and 
hold out the bait of Miss Mendoza’s diamonds !” 

"I suppose you think she's awful ?” he sneered 
"I am very sorry for her,” said the girl quietly, 
"and I am determined not to be sorry for mj’scif I” 
She opened the door to liim in silence, and in silence 
he took his departure. After all, he thought, there was 
no need for any outside help In hxs breast-pocket 
was a sheet of manuscript wntten on the Head- 
Hunter's typewriter. That ought to be wortli thou- 
sands when he made his revelation 
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CHAPTER X\TII 

THE FACE IN THE PICTURE 

Mr. SAiiPSOK Longvale vas talang a gentle con- 
stitutional on the strip of path before his untidy house. 
He v/ore, as usual — for he was a creature of habit — 
a long, grey silk dressing-gown, fastened by a scarlet 
sash. On bis head was his silk nightcap, and between 
his teeth a day churchwarden pipe, which he puffed 
soiemnty as he walked. 

He had just bidden a courteous good night to the 
help who came m daily to tidy his living-rooms and 
prepare his simple meals, when he heard the sound of 
feet coming up the drive He thought at first it was 
the woman retummg (she had a habit of forgetting 
things) ; but when he turned, he saw’ the unprepos- 
sessing figure of a neighbour with whom he w'as ac- 
quainted in the sense that Sir Gregory Penne had twice 
been abominably rude to him. 

The old man watched with immobile countenance 
the coming of his unwdcome visitor. 

“ 'Evening i" growled Penne. "Can I speak to you 
privately ?" 

Mr. Longvale inclined his head courteously. 

"Certainly, Sir Gregory. Will you come in ?” 

He ushered the ov.-ner of Griff Tow’ers into the long 
sitting-room and ht the candles. Sir Gregory glanced 
round, his lips curled in disgust at the worn poverty of 
the apartment, and when the old man had pushed up 
a chair for him, it ^vas some time before he accepted 
the offer. 
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"Now, sir," said Mr. Longvale courteously, "to v.hat 
circumstances do I owe the pleasure of this visit ?" 

"You had some actors staying here tlie other 
day ?" 

Mr. Longvale inclmed his head 
"There was some fool talk about a monkey of mine 
trjing to get into tlie house " 

"A monkey ?" said ilr. Longi'ale in gentle surprise. 
"That is the first I have heard of monkej's " 

Which was true. The other looked at him sus- 
piciously 

"Is that so?” he asked. "You’re not going to 
persuade me you didn’t hear ?" 

The old man stood up, a picture of dignity. 

"Do you suggest that I am lying, sir?" he said 
“Because if you do, there is tlie door* And though 
it hurts me to be in the least degree discourteous te 
a guest of mine, I am afraid I have no other course 
than to ask you to leave my house ’’ 

"All nght, all right said Sir Gregory Penne 
impatiently "Don’t lose your temper, m\' friend 
I didn’t come to see you about that anj'way You're 
a doctor, aren’t you ?” 

Mr. Longvale was obviously startled *T practised 
medicine when I was younger,” he said 
"Poor, too Gregory looked round "You hiven’r 
a shilling m the world. I'll bet 1” 

“There 5 *ou are wrong," said old Mr Lougvaic 
quietly. ^"I am an extremely wealth} man, and the 
fact that I do not keep my house in repair is due to the 
cunous penchant of mine for decaving things Tlirt 
an unhealth}', probably a morbid, prediicctmn of ni.r'’ 
How did you know* I was a doctor 
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"You remember that we diot some scenes at Gnii 
Towers ?” 

Michael nodded. 

“I want you to see one that we took, with the to.vei 
in the background, and tell me what jou think of — 
something.” 

Wondenngly, SCchael accompanied the director to 
the projection-room. 

"My laboratory manager pointed it out to me in iiu 
negative," explained Jack as thej’ seated themsehes 
and the room went dark. "Of course, I should have 
seen it in the print.” 

"WTiat is it ?” asked Michael curiousl5\ 

"That’s just what I don't know,” said the other, 
scratching his head, "but you’ll see for yourself ’ 

There -was a flacker and a funous chcking, and there 
appeared on the small screen which was used for pro- 
jection purposes a picture of two people, .\deie wta 
one and Reggie Connolly the other, and Michael gazed 
stohdly, though t\ith rising aimojunce, at a love scene 
which was being enacted between the two 

In the immediate background was the \van of the 
tower, and Michael saw for tlie first time tliat there 
was a little window which he did not remember liaMrg 
seen from the interior of the hall ; it was particulark 
dark, and was hghted, even m daytime, fay clectnc 
lamps. 

"I never noticed tliat window before,” he said. 

"It’s the window’ I tvant you to wutch,” su’d 
Knebworth, and, even as he spoke, there came stcalthsh, 
into view a face 

At first it w'as indistinct and blurred,’ b’ut hti.r it 
came into focus It was the o\*a] face of a inrl, d'^rl- 
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shooting, and now I know. I tell you that that house 
holds a few secrets 
Michael smiled faintly. 

"One, at least, of them will be revealed tonight." he 
said. "I am gomg to explore Gnft Towers, and I do 
not mtend askmg permission of Sir Gregor^’ Pcnne 
And if I can discover what I believe is there to be 
discovered, Gregory Penne will sleep under lock and 
kq? this night 1" 


CHAPTER XIX 

THE MIDNIGHT VISIT 

Michael Brixan had had sent down to him from 
town a heavy suit-case, which contained prcaous 
little clothing. He was bu^' with its contents for 
half an hour, when the boots of the hotel announced 
the amval of the motor-tyde that bad been hired 
for him 

With a canvas bag strapped to his back, he mounted 
the machine, and was soon clear of the town, swerdng 
through the twistmg lanes of Sussex until he arnved 
at the Dower House, belund which he concealed his 
machine 

It was eleven o’clock when he crO'^ed tlic f.clds to 
the postern gate, on the alert all the time for the sou- 
footed Bhag. The postern was dosed and locKtd — n 
contingency for which he was prepared Un'lrappint; 
Ids bag. he took therefrom a bundle of rod= and screw rd 
three together. To the top he fastened a b.g, blunt 
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on three more links to his ladder From each rod 
projected a short, h'ght, steel bracket It was th'* 
type of hook-ladder that firemen use, and Jlicbacl had 
employed this method of gaining entrance to a for- 
bidden house many times in his chequered career. 

He judged the distance accurately, for v.hen he 
lifted the rod and dropped the hook upon the sill of 
the little wmdow the ladder hung only a few mchc> 
short of the ground. With a tug to test the hook, he 
went up hand over hand, and in a few seconds uas 
prymg at the window-sash It needed little opening, 
for the catch ^vas of elementary sunphdty, and m 
another instant he was standmg on the step of a dark 
and narrow stairway. 

He had provided Wmsdf with an electric torch, and 
he flashed a beam up and down Below, he saw a 
small door which apparently led into the hail, and, 
by an efiort of memory, he remembered that m the 
comer of the hall he had seen a curtain hanging, 
without attaching any importance to the fact Going 
dowm, he tried the door and found it locked Putting 
down his lantern, he took out a leather case of took 
and began to manipulate the lock In an incrcdihlj 
short space of time the key turned \\licn he had 
assured himself that the door would open, lie was 
satisfied For the moment his work laj, «p>ta»r5, hkI 
he climbed the steps again, coming to a narro.\ hroin' 
but no door. 

A second, a third and a fourth flight broi’ch^ bun 
as near as he could guess, to the top of the to^cr, and 
here he found a narrow exit Li'^temnc:, pft'T :> whil* 
he heard somebody moving about the room, nna h. 
the sound they made he supposed thev wore shpr^r^ 
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Presently a door closed with a thnd, and he tried the 
handle of the wicket. It was unlocked, and he opened 
it gently a fraction of an incli at a time, until he 
secured a view of the greater part of the chamber. 

It was a small, lofty room, unfurnished "with the 
exception of a low bed in one comer, on which a woman 
lay. Her back was toward him, fortunately ; but the 
black hair and the ivory' yellow of the bare arm 
that lay on the coverlet told him that she %vas not 
European. 

Presently she turned and he saw her face, recog- 
nizing her immediately as the woman whose face he 
had seen in the picture. She was pretty in her wild 
waj', and young. Her eyes were closed, and presently 
she b^an crying softly in her sleep. 

Michael was half-way in the room w'hen he saw the 
handle of the other door turn, and, quick as a flash, 
stepped back into the darkness of the landmg. 

It was Bhag, in his old blue overall, a tray of food 
in his great hands. He reached out his foot and pulled 
the table tov;ard him, placing the viands by the side 
of the bed. The girl opened her eyes and sank back 
with a little cry of disgust ; and Bhag, who was evi- 
dently used to these demonstrations of her loathing, 
shuffled out of the room. 

Again Michael pushed the door and crossed the 
room, xmnoticed by the girl looking out into the 
passage; not six feet away from him Bhag was 
squatting, glaring m his direction. 

Michael closed the door quickly and flew back to 
the secret staircase, pulling the door behind him He 
felt for a key, but there was none, and, without wasting 
another second, he ran down the stairs. The one thing 
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he ■Wished to avoid was an encounter -^shich v.ouM 
betray his presence in the house 

He made no attempt to get out of the windo\,'. 
but continued his -way to the foot of the stairs, and 
passed through into tlie hall This time he v.*as able 
to dose the door, for there were two large bolts at the 
top and the bottom Pulhng aside the curtain, he 
stepped gingerly mto the hall. For a while he waited, 
and presently heard the shufRe of feet on tlie stairs 
and a sniff beneath the door. 

His first act was to ensure Ws retreat Noisclessh 
he drew the bolts from the front door, shpped off the 
chain and turned the key. Tlien, as noiselessly, he 
made his way along the coitidor toward Sir Gregory's 
room. 

The danger was that one of the native scr\*ants 
would see him, but this he must nsk. He had obccn'cd 
on each of his previous -visits that, short of the hbraiy, 
a door opened into what he knew must be an ante- 
room of some kind. It was unlocked, and he stepped 
into complete darkness Groping along the wall, he 
found a row of switches, and pulled down the first 
This lit two wall-brackets, sufficient to gi^e him a 
general view of the apartment. 

It was a small drawing-room, apparently unused, 
for the furniture vas sheeted wntli Iiolland, and th*' 
fire-grate was cmptj% From here it was po'sible lo 
gain access to tlic library’ through a door rear the 
vindow*. He switched oti tlie light, locked tl>e co-'r 
on the inside, and tned the shutters These were 
fastened by iron bars and were not, a= in the c*’-- 
the library, locked He palled them boc' , let the b’l’' • 
up, and gingerly raised a window. His second o* 
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retreat was now prepared, and he could afiord to take 
risks 

Kneeling dovm, he looked through the key-hole 
The library was illuminated, and somebody was 
talking. A woman ! Turning the handle, he opened 
the door the fraction of an inch, and had a view of the 
interior. 

Gregory Penne was standing m his favourite attitude, 
with his back to the fire, and before Mm was a tray of 
those refreshments without which life was apparently 
insupportable. Seated on the low settee, drawn up 
at one side of the firqjlace, was Stella Mendoza. She 
was wearing a fur coat, for the night was chilly, and 
about her neck was such a sparkle of gems as hhchael 
had never seen before on a woman. 

Evidently the discussion was not a pleasant one, 
for there was a heavy scowl on Gregory’s face, and 
Stella did not seem too pleased, 

“I left you because I had to leave you," growled 
the man, answering some complamt she had made. 
"One of my servants is ill and I brought in the doctor. 
And if I had stayed it would have been the same. It's 
no good, my girl," he said harshly. "The goose doesn't 
lay golden eggs more than once — ^this goose doesn't, 
at any rate. You were a fool to quarrel with 
Knebworth." 

She said something which did not reach Michad’s ears 

"I dare say your own company would be fine,” said 
Peime sarcastically. "It would be fine for me, who 
footed the biU, and finer for you, who spent the money ' 
No, Stella, that cat doesn't jump I've been ver>' 
good to you, and you've no right to expect me to 
bankrupt myself to humour your whims " 
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“It’s not a whim/’ she said vehemently, “it's a 
necessity. Yon don't vrant to see me going round the 
studios taking any kind of job I can get, do you, 
Gregory she pleaded. 

"I don't want to see you work at ail, and there’s no 
reason why you should. You've enough to li\e on 
Anyway, j'ou've got nothing against Knebuorth If it 
hadn’t been for him you wouldn’t have met me, and 
if you hadn't met me you'd have been poorer b\ 
thousands. You ^vant a change ’’ 

There was a silence Her head was drooped, and 
Michael could not see the girl’s face, but when she 
spoke there was that note of viaousness m her \oice 
w’hich told him her state of mind 
“You want a change too, pierhaps! I could tell 
things about j’ou that wouldn't look good in pnnt, 
and you’d have a change too > Get that in j our mind. 
Gregory Penne > I’m not a fool — I 'nc seen Uungs and 
heard things, and I can put two and two together 
You think I want a change, do you — I do ! I want 

fnends who aren’t murderers 

He sprang at her, his big hand covenng her 
mouth 

“You httle de\Tl !’’ he lussed, and at that instant 
somebody must have knocked, for be turned to tlic 
door and said something in the nath e dialect 
The answer was inaudible to Mike. 

“Listen.” Gregory was speaking to the girl in a 
calmer tone "Foss is waiting to see me, and I'll 
discuss tins httle matter with >ou aften\ards ” 

He released her, and, going to his desk, touen J 
the sprmg that operated the mechanism of tnc secret 
door that led to Bhag's quarters 

H 
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“Go in there and wait,” he said. “I’ll not keep you 
longer than five minutes.” 

She looked suspiciously at the door which had 
suddenly opened in the panelling. 

“No,” she said, "I'll go home Tomorrow will do. 
I'm sorry I got rough, Gregory, but you madden me 
sometimes ” 

"Go in there *” 

He pointed to the den, his face working. 

"I'll not!” Her face was white. "You beast, 
don't you think I know ? That is Bhag’s den I Oh, 
you beast !” 

His face was horrible to see It was as though all 
the foulness in his mind found expression m the 
demoniacal gnmace. 

Breathless, terrified, the girl stared at him, shrinking 
back against the wall Presently Gregory mastered 
himself. 

“Then go mto the little drawing-room,” he said 
huskily. 

Mike had time to switch out the lights and flatten 
himself against the wall, when the door of the room 
w'as flung open and the girl thrust in. 

“It is dark I” she wailed. 

“You’ll find the switches 1” 

The door banged. 

^lichael Bnxan was in a dilemma. He could see 
her figure gropmg along the wall, and stealthily he 
moved to avoid her. In doing so he stumbled over a 
stool 

“\Mio’s there?” she screamed. "Gregory* Don’t 
let him touch me, Gregory I” 

Again the piercing scream. 
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Mike leapt past her and through the open 
and, the sound of her shrill agony in his car;, ficd al'-n 
the hedge. Swift as he vcas, something sped mo- 
quicMy in pursuit — ^a great twittering sometinng tba 
ran bent double on hands and feet The dete-ctive 
heard and guessed. From what secret hiding-p\ice 
Bhag had appeared, whether he was in the grou’-d' 
at the moment Mike jumped, he had no time even to 
guess. He felt a curious lightness of pocket at that 
moment and thrust in his hand. His pistol was gone 
It must have fallen when he jumped 

He could hear the pad of feet behind him as he 
darted at a tangent across'the field, blundenng o\e' 
the cabbage rows, shpping in furrows, the great beast 
growing closer and closer with every check. Ahead 
of him the postern. But it was loclted, and, even if it 
had not been, the wall would have pro\ ed no obstad** 
to the aj>e. The barrier of the wall held Michael 
Breathless, tunung to face his pursuer, in the darlmci'- 
he saw the green ej-es shining like two evil stars 


CITAPTER X.X 
A NARPow nsetrs 

Micn.\EL Brixax braced himself for the sup'zr" ' id 
futile struggle. And then, to his amarement th*' r 
stopped, and his bird no,se became a hcr-h dn'*.r 
Raising himself erect, he beat quickly on h.i crc.>£ 
hairy chest, and the «ound of the ho"oA . . c 

was awful. 
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Yet through that sotmd and above it Slichael heard 
a curious hiss — ^it was the faint note of escaping steam, 
and he looked round. On the top of the wall squatted 
a man, and Michael knew him at once. It was the 
brown-faced stranger he had seen that day in 
Chichester. 

The drumming and the hissing grew louder, and 
then Michael saw a bright curved thing in the brown 
man’s hand. It was a sword, the replica of that 
which himg above Sir Gregory's fireplace. 

He was stiU wondering when the brown man dropped 
lightly to the ground, and Bhag, with a squeal that 
was ^most human, turned and fled. Michael watched 
the Thing, fascinated, imtil it disappeared into the 
darkness. 

"My friend,” said Michael in Dutch, "you came at 
a good moment.” 

He turned, but the brown man had vanished as 
though the earth had sivallowed him. Shading his 
eyes agamst the starlight, he presently discerned a 
dark shape moving swiftly in the shadow of the wall 
For a second he was inclined to follow and question 
the brown man, but decided upon another course 
With some difficulty he surmounted the wall and 
dropped to the other side. Then, tidjing himself as 
well as he could, he made the long circuit to the gate 
of Griff Towers, and boldly walked up to the house, 
whistling as he went. 

There was nobody in sight as he crossed the "parade 
ground”, and his first step was to search for and find 
his pistol. 

He must know that the girl was safe before he left 
the place. He had seen her car waiting on the road 
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outside. His hand was raised to the hell nhcn he 
heard footsteps in the hall, and listened intentlj 
there was no doubt that one of tlic voices was Stella 
Mendoza’s, and he drew back again to cover. 

The girl came out, followed by Sir Gregorj*, and 
from then tone, a stranger unacquainted with the 
circumstances of their meeting might have imagined 
that the visit had been a very ordinary one, in spite o' 
the lateness of the hour. 

“Good night. Sir Gregory,” said the girl, almost 
sweetly. *T will see you tomorrow.” 

"Come to lunch," said Gregory’s voice, “and bnng 
your friend. Shall I walk with you to the car ?” 

"No, thank you,” she said hastily 

JGchad watched her till she was out of sight, but 
long before then the big door of Griff Towers had 
closed, and the famihar rattle of chains told him that 
it ivas closed finally. 

Where was Foss? He must have gone earlier, if 
Foss it was. Slichad waited till all was quiet, and then, 
tip-toeing across the gravd, followed the girl He 
looked about for the little brown man, but he was 
not in sight. And tlien he remembered that ht had 
left the hook ladder hanging to the window on the 
stairs, and went back to retrieve it He found th'' 
ladder as it had been left, unscrewed and pnc\ed it in 
the canvas bag, and five mmutes later he was takiut: 
his motor-cycle from its place of concealment. 

A yellow' light showed in the window of Mr. I.on::- 
\’ale’s dming-room, and Michad had half a mini lo 
call upon him He could tell him, at anj rate, snn.'.- 
thmg of that oval-faced girl in the uppjr ro^m of th? 
tower. Instead, he dedded to go hcn.c He wi'; t:r« o 



118 


TBE AVENGER 


with the night’s vrork, a little disappointed. The 
tower had not revealed as tremendous a secret as he 
had hoped. The girl was a prisoner, obviously ; had 
been kidnapped for Sir Gregory’s pleasure, and brought 
to England on his yachL Such things had happened * 
there had been a case in the courts on curiously 
parallel lines only a few months before At any rate, 
it did not seem worth while to put oS his bed-time. 

He had a hot bath, made himsdf some chocolate and, 
before retiring, sat down to sum up his day’s experience. 
And in the hght of recent happenings he was less 
confident that his first solution of the Head-Hunter 
mystery was the correct one. And the more he 
thought, the less satisfied he was, till at last, m sheer 
disgust at his own vaoilation of mind, he turned out 
the light and went to bed. 

He was sleeping peacefully and late the next morning 
v.’hen an unexpected visitor arrived, and Michael sat 
up in bed and rubbed his eyes. 

"I've either got nightmare or it's Staines," he said. 

Major Staines smiled cheerfully. 

"you're awake and normal," he said. 

"Has anything happened ?’’ asked Michael, springing 
out of bed. 

"Nothing, only there \vas a late dance last night, 
and an early train this morning, and I deaded to atone 
for my frivolity by coming down and seeing how far 
you had got in the Elmer case." 

"Elmer case?" Michael frowned. "Good lord I 
I’d almost forgotten poor Elmer I" 

"Here's something to remind you," said Staines. 

He fished from his pocket a newspaper cutting. 
Michael took it and read : 


A NARROW escape IIO 

Is your tremble of mind or body incurable > Do yon 
hesitate on the brink of the abyss ’ Does courage fail joa ? 
Wnte to Benefactor, Box 

"What is this ?” asked Michael, frowning 

"It v/as found in the pocket of an old waistcoat that 
Elmer was wearing a few days before he disappeared 
Mrs Elmer was going through his clothes with Uie 
idea of selling them, when she found this. It appeared 
in the Mormng Telegram of the fourteenth — that is to 
say, three or four daj’S before Elmer t-anished. The 
box number at the end, of course, is the box number 
of the newspaper to which replies were sent Tficre 
is a record that four letters reached the 'Benefactor', 
who, so far as we have been able to discoi er, had these 
particular letters readdressed to a httlc shop in Stjl>* 
binglon Street, Londom Here they were collected by 
a woman, evidently of the working-class, and probabU 
a charlady from the appearance which has bce.a 
circulated. Beyond that, no further trace has been 
obtainable. Similar advertisements have been found 
bji search in other newspapers, but in these cases tlic 
letters were sent to an accommodation address n 
South London, where apparently the same w-onn.i 
collected tliem With every new’ adverti'en'cnt the 
advertiser changes his address She was a strance: 
to each neighbourhood, by the way ; and from 
shopkeepers have told Scotland Yard, s’l'* seemed to 
be a little off her head, for she was m the Inbu of 
mumbling and talking to herself Her name is Sm.. - 
— at least, that is the name she alwajs gave. .Sni 
the notes she brought were usualK s'gned w* * — 
that is to say, tlie notes authonzing the stmp'i'-:* 
to hand the letters to her. Tliat she is a natnc o' 
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London there is no doubt, but so far the police have 
not traded her." 

“And suppose they do ?’’ asked Slichael. “Do you 
connect the advertisement with the murders ?“ 

“We do and we do not/' replied the other. “I 
merely point out that this advertisement is a peculiar 
one, and in all the cucumstances a little suspicious 
Now, what is the theory you wanted to give me ?” 

For an hour Michael spoke, mterrupted at intervals 
by questions which Staines put to him. 

“It is a queer idea, almost a fantastical one," said 
Staines gravely, “but if you feel that you’ve got so 
much as one thread in your hands, go nght ahead. 
To tell you the truth," in a burst of confidence, “I had 
a horrible feeling that you had fallen down , and since 
I do not want our department to be a source of amuse- 
ment to Scotland Yard, I thought I’d come along and 
give you the result of my own private investigations. 
I agree with you,” he said later, as they sat at break- 
fast, “that you want to go very, very carefully. It is a 
delicate business. You haven’t told the Scotland 
Yard men your suspicions ?’’ 

Michael shook his head. 

“Then don’t,” said the other emphatically. “They’d 
be certain to go along and put the person you suspect 
under arrest, and probably that would destroy the 
evidence that would convict. You say you have made 
a search of the house ?” 

“Not a search : I’ve made a rough inspection.” 

“Are there cellars ?” 

“I should imagine so,” said MichaeL “That t3q)e 
of house usually has.” 

“Outhouses where . . . ?” 
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Michael shook his head. 

"There are none, so far as I have been aWe to see.” 

Michael walked down to the railway station with 
his chief, "who told him he was Iea\Tng in a mudi rrcre 
cheerful frame of nund than he had been in when he 
amved 

"There’s one warning I'll give to you, Mike,” ?aid 
Staines as the train was about to pull out of the 
station, "and it is to w’atch out for jourscU ’ You're 
dealing tvith a ruthless and ingenious man Fo' 
heaven’s sake do not underrate his intelligence I 
don’t want to ivake up one rooming to learn that you 
have vanished from the ken of man " 


CHAPTER XXI 

THE ERASURE 

Mike's way back did not lead through the little strea 
where Adcle Leamington Uved — at least, not Ins 
nearest road. Yet he found himself knocking at t',i< 
door, and learnt, with a sense of di^appo.ntmc'it, tl, it 
the girl had been out since sc\cn o'dod; m the rr.o'a- 
ing. Knebworth wa<! shooting on the South Do 
and the studio, when he am\cd, was cinptt, except 
for Knebworth's secretary and the n* >'ce'rn’'> 

editor, who had arrived late cn the p-cv. 
evening 

"I don't know the location. Mi. F-a' vi ' ^ ‘1 
Dicker, the secretary, ’’nut it'"' 
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Arundel Miss Mendoza was here tliis morning, 
asking the same question. She wanted Miss Leaming- 
ton to go out to lunch with her.” 

“Oh, she did, did she said Michael softly. “Well, 
if she comes again, you can tell her from me that 
Miss Leamington has another engagement “ 

The other nodded wisely. 

“I hope she won’t keep you waiting,” he said. 
“You never know, v.'hen Jack's on location ” 

“I did not say she had an engagement with me,” 
said Michael loudly. 

"That reminds me, Mr. Brixan,” said the secretary 
suddenly. "Do you remember the fuss you made — 
I mean there was — about a sheet of manuscnpt that 
by some acddent had got into Sliss Leamington’s 
script 

Michael nodded. 

"Has the manuscript been found ’"he asked 

"No, but the new' scenano editor tells me that he 
w'as looking through the book where Foss kept a 
record of all the manuscripts that came in, and he 
found one entry had been blacked out with Indian 
ink.” 

"I'd like to see that book,” said the interested Michael, 
and it was brought to him, a large foolscap ledger, 
ruled to show’ the name of the submitted scenario, the 
author, his address, the date received, and the date 
returned. Mike put it dowm on the table in Kneb- 
worth’s private office and went carefully through the 
list of authors. 

“If he sent one he has probably sent more,” he 
said. "There are no other erasures ?” 

The secretary shook his head. 
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"That is the only one we've seen." he srJd "Yon'ii 
find lots of names of local people — there isn't a tradci- 
man in the place who hasn't written a sccneno o- 
submitted an idea since we’ve been operating ’ 

Slowly Michael's finger went up tlie column of 
names Page after page was turned bad:. And iv n 
his finger stopped at an entrj^ 

"The Power of Fear : Sir Gregory Penne," he rc'^d, 
and looked round at Dicker. 

"Did Sir Gregoiy' submit scenarios, Mr Dicker 
Dicker nodded. 

"Yes, he sent in one or two," he said "You'll nt d 
his name farther back m the book He used to *>%ntc 
scenarios which he thought were suiteb’c for rui-.- 
iMcndoza. He’s not the man you're looV.ins fo' 

"No," said Midiael quickly. 'Ha\c jou ?ii\ of 
his manusenpt ?" 

"They were all sent back,” said Dicker rcgrctfui’e 
"He WTole awful mush* I read one of tlicni I 
remember Foss tiydng to persuade old J?ck to n'T^diicc 
It. Foss made quite a lot of money on the side, we've 
discovered He used to take fees from autnors, and 
Mr Knebworth discovered this morning th'>t 're o'cr 
took two hundred pounds from a lady on 1*10 p-rm’c ' 
tliat he’d get her into the pictures He wiotc I'c-^ a 
stinging letter this moming about it " 

Presently Micliael found Sir Gre^o-y's r-’ire ecrin 
It was not remarkable that the owrer of Gni. Ti.. r 
should have submitted a maniiscripr Iht.'x w* - 
hardly a thinking man or woman in the wo'’d wl’ -< ’ 

not behc\c he or she was capvib^e of wnti:’:: fv”‘ i! •' 
films. 

He closed tlic book and handed it b-'ck to i) c 
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"It is certainly queer, that erased entry. I'll speak 
to Foss about it as soon as I can find him," he said 

He went immediately to the little hotel where Fo=^ 
was stajnng, but he was out. 

"I don’t think he came home last night,” said the 
manager. "If he did, he didn’t sleep in his bed. He 
said be was going to London,” he added 

Michael went back to the studio, for it had begun 
to rain, and he knew that that would drive the com- 
pany from location. His surmise was correct * the big 
yellow char-a-banc came rumbhng mto the yard a few 
minutes after he got there. Adele saw him, and was 
passing with a nod when he called her to him 

"Thank you, Mr. Bnxan, but we lunched on loca- 
tion, and I have two big scenes to read for 
tomorrow ’’ 

Her refusal was uncompromising, but Michael was 
not the type who readily accepted a "No". 

"WTiat about tea? You've got to drink tea, my 
good lady, though you have fifty scenes to study And 
you can’t read and eat too If you do, you'll get 
indigestion, and if you get indigestion ” 

She laughed. 

"If my landlady will loan me her parlour, you 
may come to tea at half past four," she said ; "and 
if you have another engagement at five o’clock, you’ll 
be able to meet it.” 

Jack Knebworth was waiting for him when he went 
into the studio. 

"Heard about that entry in the scenano book?" 
he asked. "I see you have What do you think of 
it ?" Without waitmg for a reply . "It looks queer to 
me Foss was an unmitigated liar That fellow 
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couldn’t see straight I've got a little bone to p.c*' 
\vith him on the matter of a fee he accepted from a 
screen-struck lady who wished to be featured in one 
of my productions ” 

"How's the girl ?" asked Michael. 

"You mean Adele > Really, she’s vronderfrl, 
Bnxan I I’m touching wood all the time" — he pal hi' 
hand on the table piously — ^"because I know th“t 
there's a big shock coming to me somewhere and 
somehow. Those things do not happen in re.-!! hfe 
The only stars that are bom m a night are the fire- 
works produced by crazy vice-presidents who lia\e 
promised to do something for Mamie and can’t brcal. 
their word And Mamie, supported bv six hundred 
extras and half a million dollars' worth of set.«, two 
chariot races and the fall of Babylon, all produceil 
regardless of expense, manages to get over bj gi%nn*.: 
a fine imitation of what the Queen of Persia would 
look like if she'd been bom a chorus-girl and traip«j 
as a mannequin And she’s cither got so few clothe.- 
that you don’t look at her face or so many doipc:? 
that jou don't notice her acting 
"Those kind of stars arc like the dust of the 
Way ; there is so much splendour ail round them tiiat 
it wouldn't matter if they weren’t there at all. Bnt 
this girl Leamington, she’s getting over entirely -ai fi 
absolutely by sheer, unadulterated grey nT’ttc.“ I 
tell 3'ou, Brixan, it's not right. Thts^ things do rot 
happen except in the imagination of pres? rgciit'- 
Tliere’s something wToag wath that Wd." 

"Wrong said Midiad, startled 
Knebworth nodded. 

"Sometliuig radically wrong. Th'rc’s a ' «''r! 
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v.here. She’s either going to let me down by vanishing 
before the picture’s through, or else she’s going to be 
arrested for driving a car along Regent Street in a 
highly intoxicated condition !” 

Michael laughed. 

"I think she’ll do neither,” he said. 

"Heard about Mendoza’s new company?” asked 
old Jack, filling his pipe. 

^lichael pulled up a chair and sat down. 

"No, I haven’t.” 

"She's starting a new production company. There’s 
never a star I’ve fired that hasn’t ! It gets all written 
out on paper, capital in big tj^pe, star in bigger ! It's 
generally due to the friends of the star, who tell her 
that a hundred thousand a year is a cruel starvation 
v.age for a woman of her genius, and she ought to get 
it all. Generally tliere’s a sucker in the background 
who puts up the money. ^ As a rule, he puts up all but 
enough, and then she selects a story where she is 
never ofi the screen, and wears a new dress every 
fift5' feet of fiUum, If she can’t find that sort of 
story, why, she gets somebody to ^v^ite her one The 
only time you ever see the other members of the 
company is in the long shots. Half-way through the 
picture the money dries up, the company goes bust, 
and all the poor httle star gets out of it is the Rolls- 
Royce she bought to take her on location, the new 
bungalow she built to be nearer the lot, and about 
twenty-five per cent of the capital that she's taken on 
account of royalties.” 

"Mendoza will not get a good producer in England ?” 

"She may,” nodded Jack. "There are producers 
in this country, but unfortunatdy they’re not the 
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men on top They've been b.-ought do'.m by tiic 
craze tor greatness A man ^^ho produces wi’Ji a lot 
of capital behind him can get easy money He doesn't 
go after the domestic stories, where he’d be found Ov’t 
first time , he eays to the money*b?gs • 'I-ct’s p-oducc 
the "Fall of Jerusalem" I’ve got a cute idea for 
budding Hzekjd’s temple that's neier been trlt. 
before It'll only cost a mere tnfle of two hunnrid 
thousand dollars, and wc'll have five Uiou'^nd c.\tr. ^ 
m one scene, and wcTl rebuild the Colo'^'cum and 
have a hundred real lions in tlie arena ’ Stori' > 
do 3'ou want a stori’ for? Tl'e public lo* e croivd' ’ 
Or mai'bc he wants to bmld a new X’C'Umus rrd an 
eruption at the rate of fifty dollars a fool. Ihcro''- 
many a big reputation been built up on sets aid 
extras Come in, Mr. Longimlc " 

Michael turned. The dicerj’ old man was r>t tin. 
door, hat in hand. 

"I am afraid I am rather a nuisance,” be ■^md in hi' 
beautiful voice, "But I came in to see my lawn, o’-, rm. 
1 could not deny mjself the satisfaction of c.all.i”r to 
sec how jour picture is progrecsing ” 

"It IS going on well, Mr. Lore*, ale, lha:.'. jr.i, ' 
said Jack "You know Mr. Brixnn 
Tlie old man nodded and smiled 
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Now, I am SO hazy on the subject that I wasn’t quite 
sure whether or not I’d broken the law by practising 
without registration." 

"I can relieve your mind there, Mr. Longvale," 
said Michael. "Once you are registered, you are always 
registered, and you acted quite within your rights.” 

"So my law^'er informed me,” said Longvale gravely. 

"Was it a bad case ?” asked Michael, who guessed 
who the patient vas. 

"No, it \vas not a bad case. I thought there was 
blood-poisoning, but I think perhaps I may have been 
mistaken. Medical science has made such great 
advance since I ^vas a young man that I almost feared 
to prescribe. Whilst I am only too happy to render 
any service that humanity demands, I must confess 
that it was rather a disturbing experience, and I 
scarcely slept all night. In fact, it was a very dis- 
turbing evening and night. Somebody, for some 
extraordinaiy reason, put a motor-bicycle in my 
garden.” 

Michael smiled to himself. 

"I cannot understand why. It had gone this 
morning. And then I saw our friend Foss, who seemed 
very much perturbed about something ” 

"WTiere ^d you see him ?” asked Michael quickly. 

"He -was passing my house I was standing at the 
gate, smokmg my pipe, and bade him good night 
\vithout kno\ving who he was WTien he turned back, 
I saw it \vas Mr Foss. He told me he had been to 
make a call, and that he had another appomtment 
in an hour.” 

"WTiat time was this ?” asked Michael. 

"I think it must have been eleven o'clock " The old 
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man hesitated. "I'm not sure. It ^^as just Ivifo’c I 
went to bed." 

Michael could easil}* account for Foss's cor.tiuci 
Sir Gregory had burned him off and told him to 
come back after the girl had gone. 

"My httle place used to be remari-able fcr it*- 
quietness,” said Mr. Longvale, and shook his head 
"Perhaps," turning to Knebworth, "when \our picture 
is finished you will be so good as to allow me to see it 
"WTiy, surely, Mr. Long\’ale ” 

"I don’t know why I'm taking thi'; tremendous 
interest," chuckled the old man. "I must confess tis?t, 
until a few w’eeks ago, film-making was a mj’stciy to 
me And e\ en todaj' it belongs to the esoteric sciences " 
Dicker thrust his head in at the door. 

"Will you sec JIiss Mendoza he asked. 

Jack Knebworth’s e.\pr<^sion was one of utter 
weanness 

"No," he said curtly. 

"She sa\s ” began Dicker 

Only the presence of tlic venerable Mr Loncvale 
prevented Jack from expressing his vnew^ on Stt-i!- 
Mendoza and all that she could say 
"There’s another person I saw last night,” r<>' ai 
.Mr Longv’alc "I thought at first vou must b" 

— is that the expression ’ — in th'’ ncichbo irho/vl, k..l 
Mr. ^o■^^ told me that I was mi«t.akcn S''c’s r..tl • r ^ 
charming girl, don’t jou think 
"Very ’’ said Jack drvly, 

"A \er\ sweet disposition," I-o*’ 2 va’' v.'it cn, 
conscious of the utter lack of svnnp'tlA in t’ 
mo*.phere. "Now-adays, the cenfu'- en .'■•'d 1 ‘ r”. 
wb.di modernity brings m its trail do no: {, - 
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svieetness of temper, and one is glad to meet an ex- 
ception Not that I am an enemy of modernity. To 
me, this is the most deUghtfuI phase of my long life.” 

“Sweet disposition!” almost howled Jack Kneb- 
worth when the old man had taken a dignified farewell. 
“Did you get that, Brixan ^ Say, if that woman’s 
disposition is sweet, the devil’s made of chocolate I” 


CHAPTER XXn 

THE HEAD 

Whek Mike went out, he found Stella at the gate of 
the studio, and remembered, seeing her, that she had 
been invited to lunch at Gnfi Towers. To his surprise 
she crossed the road to him. 

“I w’anted to see you, Mr. Brtxan,” she said. “I sent 
in word to find if you w'ere there.” 

“Then your message was wrongly delivered to Mr. 
Knebworth,” smiled Mike 

She lifted one of her shoulders in demonstration of 
her contempt for Jack Knebworth and all his 
works. 

“No, it was you I wanted to see. You’re a detective, 
aren't you 

"I am,” said Michael, wrondering what was coming 
next. 

“My car is round the comer : will you come to my 
house ?" 

Michael hesitated- He was anxious, more than 
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anxious, to speak to Adele, tl o i::h tic tiid n'^thng 
special to tell her, bejond the lliiig i.ii.ch nniiclf 
did not kno\s and she could never quess. 

“With pleasure,” he said 

She was a skilful motorist, and noparcntly 'o much 
engrossed in her dn%nng that she di 1 not spe^k through- 
out the journey In the prettj little dra.’nng-rc-') n 
from which he had a view of tlic loielj South Do.’.r', 
he waited expectantly. 

“Jlr. Bnxan, I am going to tell yo i somethng wh.ch 
I think you ought to know.” 

Her face was pale, her manner cunousI\ nen’ous. 

"I don’t know what you will think of me when I 
have told you, but I’ve got to nsk that. I can't keep 
silence any longer " 

A shrill bell sounded in the halt 

“The telephone. Will 5 ou excuse me one m'^ni'-nt ?" 

She humed out, lea\nng the door s''':hfl\ .>p.r 
Michael hoard her quick, angrx' reply to '•(m' b^' I> at 
tlic other end of the wire, and than a long in’crremum 
of silence, when apparently she li>tcncd withoii* 
comment. It was nearly ten minutes befoi-' n.- 
turned, and her eyes were bnghl and her cliec^ 
flushed. 

“^^ould you mind if I toM you what I v">s rom.” to 
tell you a little later she askcfl 

She had been on the telephone to Sir Grr ■'•x . of 
that Michael was sure, though *-'10 Inu not ir'. it.n-'-J 
his name 

"There's no time like the pra'cnt, Vjt'? Vpi Vvi” 
he said cncouraginglj , ana '-he heked her 'Vr 1 ' 

"Yes, I know, but there are re.ison- whv I c.-'x't 
speak now \Nould xoa see me tom 
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"Why, certainly," said Michael, secretly glad of his 
release. 

"Shall I drive you back ?” 

"No, thank 3'ou ; I can walk.” 

"Let me take you to the edge of the town, I’m 
going that way," she begged. 

Of course she was going that way, thought Michael. 
She was going to Gnff Towers. He was so satisfied on 
this matter that he did not even trouble to inquire, 
and when she dropped him at his hotel she hardly 
waited for him to step to the sidewalk before the car 
leapt fonvard on its wa}'. 

"There’s a telegram for you, sir," said the porter. 
He went mto the manager’s office and returned with a 
buff envelope, which Michael tore open. 

For a time he could not comprehend the fateful 
message the telegram conveyed And then slowly he 
read it to himself. 

A head found on ChobJtam Common early this morning. 
Come to Leather head Police Station at once. 

Staines. 

An hour later a fast car dropped him before the 
station. Staines was waiting on the >tep. 

"Found at daybreali this morning,” he said. "The 
man is so far unlaiowTi " 

He led the way to an outhouse. On a table in the 
centre of the room was a box, and he lifted the lid. 

Mike took one glance at the waxen face and turned 
white. 

"Good God •” he breathed. 

It v/as the head of Lawley Foss. 
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CIL\PTER XXni 

CLUES AT THE TO\%'ER 

Michael gazed in fasdnatod horror at the trade 
spectacle Then reverentU' he covered the bo\ wjth a 
doth and walked out into the paved court jard. 

"You know him ?" asked Staines. 

Michael nodded. 

"Yes, it IS Lawley Foss, lately scenario editor of the 
Knebworth Picture Corporation. He was seen alive 
last night at eleven o‘dock. I myself heard, if I did no* 
see, him somewhere about that time. He was vi>Uin« 
Gnff Towers, Sir Gregory Penne’s place m Sussc.\. Was 
there the usual note he asked. 

"Tliere was a note, but it wms quite unueuak" 

He showed the tj’picwnltcn slip . it w.as in tin. 
station inspector's office. One characteristic line, wath 
its ill-aligned letters 

This is Ihe head of a Iraiior. 

Tliat and no more. 

'T’se had the Dorking police on the 'phnac. It ivi- 
a wet mplu, .ind although several cats none o' 

tlicm could be idcnlihcd." 

"Has the ad\erti^mcnl appeared cd Y.cir''’ 

Staines shook his head 

"No ihatw.is theiir''tthincvicthc'iK’’t of Ti''r.''* • 
papers has c bfin carcfulh ob«cncd. rn i ev > - 
paper manager in the countiy* h?'- lo r 

us the moment Mich an ad\ erti^ .nv i-'t i-' n 1 1 ' 
there has been no ad. of any su-p ao*., di'* :t''r " 
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"I shall have to follow the line of probability here/’ 
said Michael- “It is clear that this man was murdered 
between eleven o’clock and three in the morning — 
probably nearer eleven than three ; for if the murderer 
is located in Sussex, he would have to bnng the head 
to Chobham, leave in it the dark and return before it 
was light/’ 

His car took Michael back to Chichester at racing 
pace. Short of the aty he turned off the main road, 
his objective being Griff Towers, It was late when he 
arrived, and the Towers presented its usual lifeless 
appearance. He rang the bell, but there was no 
immediate reply. He rang again, and then the voice of 
Sir Gregory hailed him from one of the upper windows. 

“Who’s there ?“ 

He went out of the porch and looked up. Sir Gregory 
Penne did not recognize him in the darkness, and 
called agam : “Wffio's there ?” and followed this 
with a phrase which Michael guessed was Malayan 

“It is I, Michael Brixan. I want to see yon, Penne ’’ 

"What do you want ?’’ 

“Come dowi and I will tell you.” 

"I’ve gone to bed for the mght. See me in the 
morning.” 

“I'll see you now,” said Michael firmly, "I have a 
warrant to search this house.” 

He had no such warrant, but only because he had 
not asked for one. 

The man's head was hastily withdrawn, the window 
slammed down, and such a long interval passed that 
Michael tliought that the baronet intended denying 
him admission This view, however, was wrong. At 
the end of a dreaiy penod of waiting the door was 
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opened, and, in the hqht of tne hall lirtp, S’r 
Penne presented an eMraordinan* app::^iran:c 
He was fully dressed ■ around his \%ajst were be i 
two heavy revolvers, but this fact Jlidr.el did n-'t 
immcdiatclj notice The man'*? iKad was swati.e-i * i 
bandages ; only one eye was %TSibV ; his lc:t arm *. 
stiff with a surgical dressing, and he Iir-.^ed a- he 
walked. 

"I've had an accident,” he said gnifily. 

"It looks a pretty bad one," said Micliacl, ob-erVi"* 
him narrowly. 

"I don’t want to talk here- come into m\ room " 
growled the man 

In Sir Gregory's library there were signs of a stn*~c'.'' 
A long mirror whidi hung on one of the wii]« wni 
shattered to pieces , and, lookinsj up, -Michael s.aw that 
one of the tivo s\\ords was missing 
"You’ve lost something," he said "Did tlui o:ri ' 
in the couisc of the ‘acadent* ’’’ 

Sir Gregorj' nodded. 

Something in the hang of the second s'^-owl a’lrrr: d 
Midiacl's attention, and, witlioul askmc ('"•'.ri'.-i'' < 
he lifted it down from its hook and drew the b' ide from 
the scabbard It was faro. vn with b'ood. 

"Wliat IS the meaning of this he .asked ‘:tcmi * 

Sir Gregorj swallowed something 
"A fclloA broke into the hotzsc last n’d'.t.’ !,•' I 
slowly, "a Malayan fellow. He hao '•cm.' erd* * 
bull story' about m\ haw.ng carred oti hi '>> II'* 
attacked me, and naturally I defenn'-i rryv'i.* 

"And had you earned off bis wife : ' a-'*-cj .M 
Hie baronet sliruggcd 

"The idea is absurd ifo=t of these i-^'l “ 
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tnad, and they’ll run amok on the shghtest provocation. 
I did my best to pacify him 

Michael looked at the stained sword. 

"So I see,” he said dryly. "And did you — ^padfy 
him ?” 

"I defended myself, if that’s what you mean I 
returned him almost as good as he gave. You don’t 
expect me to sit down and be murdered m my otvn 
house, do you ? I can use a sword as well as any 
man.” 

"And apparently you used it,” said MichahL "What 
happened to Foss?” 

Is’ot a muscle of Penne's face moved. 

"Whom do you mean ?” 

"I mean Lawley Foss, who was in your house last 
night.” 

"You mean the scenario wnter ? I haven’t seen him 
for wccks#^^ * 

"You’re a liar,” said Michael calmly. "He was in 
here last night. I can assure you on this point, because 
I was in the next room." 

"Oh, it was you, was it?” said the baronet, and 
seemed relieved "Yes, he came to borrow money 
I let him have fifty pounds, and he went away, and 
that’s the last I saw of him.” 

Michael looked at the sword again. 

"Would you be surpnsed to learn that Foss’s head 
has been picked up on Chobham Common ?” he 
asked. 

The other turned a pair of cold, searching eyes upon 
Ins interrogator. 

“I should be very much surprised,” he said coolly. 
'If necessaiy, I have a witness to prove that Foss went. 


CT.UES AT THE TOV.'ER 




though I don’t like bringing in a lady’s name Mi«' 
Stella Mendoza w'as here, having a bit of supper, as \ o ’ 
probably know, if it was you in the next room. Ik 
left before she did.” 

"And he returned,” said Michael. 

"I never saw him again, I tell you,” said the birorct 
violently. "If you can find anybody \%l'o him 
come into this house after his first visit \ ou can arrc'i 
me. Do you think 7 killed him ?” 

Michael did not answer. 

"Tliere was a woman upstairs in tlic tewer. \\lrt 
has become of her ?” 

Tlie other wetted his lips before he replied 

"The only woman in the tower was a ^'.ck scr.ant 
she has gone ” 

"I’d like to see for myself,” said Michael 

Only for a second did the man cast his cyc' in th' 
direction of Bhag’s den, and then : 

"All nght," he said "Follow me.” 

He went out into the corridor and tumctl not to'' '•rd 
the hall but in the opposite direction Itn p‘ 
farther down he stopped and opened a door, c /i- 
ningly' set in the panelling, and so pheed Iv’twi.'^'o f' 
two shaded lights that illuminated the com>i'-, V ' 
It was dilhcult to detect its pre-cncc He ; i*. : '< I' 
hand, tiimed on a light, and Michael saw a Io~: >1 ’ ' 
of stairs leading back to.vard the hall. 

As he followed the baronet, he rc.a’ir<d t3’‘t t. 
"tower" was something of an illu'-.on It va < " % * 
tower if \iewcd from the front the ho ■' Cn 
wise It was an additional two n-»rTo\i sti I < ' ' . 
one wang of the building 

They passed through a do"^, up a cue ’ " n.*. , 



THE AVEN'GER 


138 

and came to the corridor where ilichael had seen 
Bhag squatting on the previous night 
“This IS the room,” said Penne, opening a door. 


CHAPTER XXIV 

TllL MARKS OF THE BEAST 

"On the contrary, it is not the room," said Michaei 
quietly. "The room is at the end ot the passage." 

The man hesitated. 

"Can’t you believe me?" he asked in an almost 
affable tone of voice. "WTiat a sceptical chap you are * 
Now come, Brixan ! I don't want to be bad fnends 
ivith you. Let’s go down and have a drink and forget 
our past animosities. I'm feeling rotten ** 

"I want to see that room," said MichaeL 

"I haven't the key." 

"Then get it,” said Michael sharply. 

Eventually the baronet found a pass-key in his pocket, 
and, with every sign of reluctance, he opened the door. 

"She went away in a bit of a hurry," he said. "She 
was taken so ill that I had to get rid of her." 

"If she left here because she was ill she went into an 
institution of some kind, the name of which \ ..u will be 
able to give me," said Michael, as he turned on the 
light. 

One glance at the room told him that the story of her 
hasty departure ma3' have been accurate. But that the 
circumstances were normal the appearance of the room 
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denied. The bed \va> in confusion , Uiere utis blood on 
the pilloiv, and a dark-brou*n stain on the i rll A 
chair M'as broken ; the carpet had odd and nine,:' 
stains, one like the pnnt of a bare foot. On a '’•'•.ct 
Mas an indubitable hand-pnnt, but sudi a iiand 
no human being had ever possessed 

"The mark of the beast," said Michsel. pointing 
"That’s Bhagl" 

Again the baronet licked his lips 
"There ivas a fait of a fight here,” he said. "Tiic 
man came up and pretended to identify the serv’anl r? 
his udfe 

"Wliat happened to him 

There was no reply. 

‘'^\^lat happened to him asked Michael uith 
ominous patience. 

"I lei him go. and let him take the uoman Mo'.h Inm 
It Mas easier " 

With a sudden exclamation, Michael ■stooped and 
picked up from behind the bed a bnqht steel objerr 
It was the half of a s^YO^d. snapped clean n the n? id 
and unstained. He looked sJong the blade, and p-"''- 
scntly found the slightest indent. Pickint: up tiic cl’.o', 
he examined the leg and found two deep-er dent? n 
one of the legs 

"ru rcconstnict the scene. You and ton- Flbr': 
caught the man after he had pot into i 'u- room ! i ' 
diair was broken in the stnigJilc. nrrb ib.\ b\ T’ 
who used the diair. The man c'^aj'ctl hmii 'h ’ ro“‘ ' 
ran downstairs into the library' and got ti/’ * I 
from the wall, tlicn came up aftc' to i Tl n’' 
the real fighting started I guess so.nc of t’l: b 
is yours, Penne.” 
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“Some of it I” snarled the other. "All of it, damn 
him!" 

There was a long silence. 

“Did the woman leave this room — alive ?" 

“I believe so,” said the other sullenly. 

“Did her husband leave your library — alive ?” 

“You'd better find that out. So far as I know— I 
was unconsCTOus for half an hour. Bhag can use a 
sword ” 

Michael did not leave the house till he had searched 
it from attic to basement. He had eveiy servant as- 
sembled and began his interrogation Each of them 
except one spoke Dutch, but none spoke the language 
to such purpose that they made him any ^vlse^ than he 
had been. 

Going back to the library, he put on all the lights. 

“I'll see Bhag," he said. 

“He's out, I tell you. If you don't believe me 

Penne went to the desk and turned the switch. The 
door opened and nothing came out. 

A moment’s hesitation and Michael had penetrated 
into the den, a revolver in one hand, his lamp in the 
other. The two rooms were scrupulously dean, 
though a strange animal smell pervaded everything 
There was a small bed, with sheets and blankets 
and feather pillow, where the beast slept ; a small 
larder full of nuts ; a running- w'ater tap (he foun^ 
aitenvards that, in spite of his cleverness, Bhag was 
incapable of turning on or off a faucet) ; a deep, well- 
worn settee, where the dumb servitor took his rest; 
and three cricket balls, which w'ere apparently the play- 
things of this hideous animal. 

Bhag's method of entering and leaving the house 
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was now apparent. His exit was a square opsninc: ir 
the wall, with neither window nor curiam, which 
situated about seven feet from the ground . and t'^o 
projecting steel rungs, set at intervals between the 
•window and the floor, made a sort of ladder Michael 
found corresponding rungs on the garden side o' the 
wall. 

There was no sign of blood, no evidence that Bhag 
had taken any part m the tcmble scene which muit 
have been enacted the night before. 

Going back to the library, he made a dihgent search, 
but found nothine until he went into llie (iitic dniwang- 
room where he had hidden the night belore Here on 
the wandow-sill he found traces enough the m.ark of a 
bare foot, and another which suggested *hai a heavy 
body had been dragged through the window 

By this time his chauffeur, who, after droppme him 
at Gnfl Towers, went on to Ciiichcstcr. had returned 
with the two police ofiicers, and thev assn^icd lum in a 
further search of the grounds 1 he trail ol tfie fiiotivT 
was easy to follow • there were blootl'-iams .acro-^ 
the gravel, broken plants in a circiii.a' flowo'-Vd. 
the soft loam of which had received tlie imp-i"' ca c' 
those small bare feet. In the vcgclvible-'ield tiie tr. ii 
was lost. 

"The question is. who carried whom «-a.d Tn^p' rtr* 

Lyle, after Michael, in a few word? liad tor, l.r,' 
tliat he had learnt at the Towers "It ’o n c r 
if these people wc’^e killed in the hc” '.'it' r 
bodies earned awav by Bhag. Tiu-c ro tr'--' c. 
blood in his room, which means ro im-c th'.' 't m 
all probabiht v* he hasn't been there since il c ► 
said Inspector Lvle "If wc hnd t' e rte-'^-v \ -'k 
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solve this little mystery. Penne is the Head-Hunter, 
of course,” the mspector went on. “I had a talk vlth 
him the other day, and there's something fanatical 
about the man.” 

“I am not so sure,” said Michael slowly, “that 
you're right. Perhaps my ideas are just a little bizarre ; 
but if Sir Gregory Penne is the actual murderer, I 
shall be a very surprised man. I admit,” he confessed, 
"that the absence of any footprints m Bhag's quarters 
staggered me, and probably your theory is correct. 
There is nothing to be done but to keep the house 
under observation until I commumcate with head- 
quarters." 

At this moment the second detective, who had been 
searching ihe field to its farthermost boundary, came 
back to say that he had picked up the trail again 
near the postern gate, which was open They humed 
across the field and found proof of his discovery. 
There was a trail both inside and outside the gate. 
Near the postern was a big heap of leaves, which had 
been left by the gardener to rot, and on this they 
found the impression of a body, as though whoever 
was the earner had put his burden dowm for a little 
while to re-st. In the field beyond the gate, however, 
the trail was definitely lost. 


CHAPTER XXV 

THE MAN IN THE CAR 

Lite is largely made up of little things, but perspective 
in human affairs is not a gift common to youth. It 
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had required a great eiiort on tne pai-t of Ad Ic 
Leamington to ask a man to tea, but orce thrt 
v,TtP made she had looked for.-.ard wli; a tn'r" 
pleasure to the function 

At the moment Sfichael ■was speeding to L^rco’’, 
she interviewed Jack Knebworth in his he'j o 
holies 

"Certainly, my dear j*ou may take th" afirTO^ 
ofi, I am not qu.ie sure vhat the schedj’e ’ 

He reached out his hand lor the wnllcn tnii-tab'c. 
but she supplied the information 
"You wanted some studio portraits of mo — sliiL?*," 
she said. 

"So I did* Well, that can wait. Arc you foc’ug 
pretty confident about the picture, ch *" 

"I ? No, I’m not confident, Mr. Kneovortn , I'n. 
in a state of ner\'es about it You see, it dexsn t seem 
possible that I should make good at the fir-t attemp*. 
One dreams about such things, but in arcams ;t L' 
eas}’ to jump obstacles and get round d. nrcro = 
comers and slur over difncuitics Evcr> t m' \c . 
call 'Camera *' I am in a state of panic, ard I r~i n-. 
self-consaous that I am watching even,’ mov-nv': 1 
take, and sajnng to myself, 'You’re rai“-inc \o 'r Irr."*.- 
awkwardly , I'ou’re turning yovr head wnh a 
"But that doesn’t last he said sharplj , so «■• 'rr’\ 
that she smiled. 

"No the moment I hear the camera f* I 

feel that I an: the clianicler I’m suppo c-i to b’-’ 

He patted her on the shou’dcr 
"That is how jou shc'tU feel.” be miL .'"’■d 
on : "Seen nothing of Mendoaa, i. ivc i cri ' a *” 
isn’t annoying you ' Or Toss ?" 
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"I've not seen Miss Mendoza for daj's — ^but I saw 
Mr. Foss last night.” 

She did not explain the curious drcuntstances, and 
Jack Knebworth was so incurious that he did not 
ask. So that he learnt nothing of Lawley Foss’s 
mysterious interview with the man in the closed car 
at the corner of Arundel Road, an incident she had 
witnessed on the previous night. Nor of the white 
and w’omanly hand that had waved him farewell, nor 
of the great diamond which had sparkled lustrously 
on the little finger of the unknown motorist. 

Going home. Adele stopped at a confectioner’s and 
a florist’s, collecting the r^es and flowers that were 
to adorn the table of Mrs Watson’s parlour. She 
wondered more than a little just what attraction she 
offered to this man of affairs. She had a trick of 
getting outside and examining herself with an impartial 
eye, and she knew that, by self-repression and almost 
self-obliteration, she had succeeded m making of 
Adele Leamington a very colourless, characterless 
young lady That she was pretty she knew, but 
prettiness in itsell attracts only the superfiaal. Men 
vho are worth knowing require something more than 
beauty. And Michael was not philandenng — he was 
not that kind He wanted her for a friend at least* 
she had no thought that he desired amusement during 
liis enforced stay in a very dull town. 

Half past four came and found the girl waiting 
At a quarter to five she was at the door, scanning the 
street. At five, angry but philosophical, she had her 
tea and ordered the little maid-of-all-w'ork to clear 
the table 

Michael had forgotten 1 
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Of course, she made excuses for him, orh to 
demolish them and build again. She was hurt, amused 
and hurt again. Going upistairs to her room, sh*' lit 
the gas, took the script from her bag and tried to ^ludy 
the scenes that were to be shot on the follownng day, 
but all manner of distractions interposed betwe-en her 
receptive mind and the tj'pewritten paper .Michael 
bulked largely, and the closed car, and Law ley Toss, 
and that waving white hand as the car dro\c off 
Cunously enough, her speculations came back again 
and again to the car. It was new, and its vooiworl. 
was highly polished, and it moved so noiseIes«ly 

At last she threw the manusenpt down and ro-c, 
with a doubtful eje on the bed She was not tired 
the hour was nine. Chichester offered few attract’ou' 
by night. There were two enemas, but she was not 
m the mood for cinemas She put on her hat ard 
went down, calling en route at the kitchen door. 

*T am going out for a quarter of an hour," '-he to\ 
her landlady, who was in an approving m'*'''.! 

The house was situate in a street o! \Oiia" 
It was economically illuminated, and there wer' tii** 
patches where the light of the street lamps '•c.arc:ly 
reached In one of these a motor-car wr- 't-ini.':’: — 
she saw the bulk of it before she identified its cha% etc’* 
She wondered if the owner knew that us t?.’-’’i:!U •• 
extinguished. As she came up to the irac'.i: ' 

identified the car she had seen on the pre^.ou" n .it — 
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The voice was a whisper : she caught the flash and 
sparkle of a precious stone, saw the white hand on the 
edge of the half-closed window, and, in a fit of 
unreasoning terror, hurried fonivard. 

She heard a whirr of electric starter and the purring 
of engines The machine was following her, and she 
broke into a run. At the comer of the street she saw 
a man and flew toward him as she made out the 
helmet of a policeman. 

"WTiat’s wTong, miss ?" 

As he spoke, the car flashed past, spun round the 
comer and was out of sight instantly. 

"A man spoke to me — ^in that carl” she said 
breathlessly. 

The stolid constable gazed vacantly at the place 
w’here the car had been. 

“He didn’t have lights,” he said stupidly. "I ought 
to have taken his number. Did he insult you, miss ?" 

She shook her head, for she was already ashamed of 
her fears. 

"I’m nerv 5 % officer,” she said with a smile. ‘T don't 
think I will go any farther.” 

She turned back and burned to her lodgings There 
were disadvantages in starring— even on Jack Kneb- 
worth’s modest lot It w'as nervous work, she thought. 

She went to sleep that night and dreamt that the 
man in the car w’as ^bchael Brixan and he wanted her 
to come in to tea. 

It was past midnight when Michael rang up Jack 
Knebworth with the news 

"Foss !” he gas^ped “Good God 1 You don’t mean 
that. Brixan 5 Shall I come round and see you ?” 

”I'll come to you," said Michael. "There are one 
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or two things I want to know about the m-’n, and it 
will create less of a fuss than if I have to admit \oa to 
the hotel ” 

Jack Knebworlh rented a house on the Arundc! 
Road, and he uas wailing at the garden door to admit 
his visitor when Michael aiTi\cd. 

Michael told the storj' of the discovcrj* of the head, 
and felt that he might so far taf:c the director into his 
confidence as to retail his \Tsit to Sir Gregory Penne. 

"Tliat beats everj'thing,” said Jack in a hushed 
tone "Poor old I'oss! Vou think that Penne did 
this ? But why ? You don't cut up a man because 
he wants to borrow money." 

"My views have been switching round a little," 
said Michael "You remember a sheet of manuscript 
that was found amongst some of your script, and which 
I told you must have been wntten bv the licid* 
Hunter ?" 

Jack nodded. 

"I’m pcrlcclly sure," Michael went on, 'rnd 
particularly after seeing the erasure in tnc «ccTiro 
book, that Foss knew who was the author of that 
maniiscnpt, and I'm equally certain that he rc'-oh cd 
upon the desperate expedient of blackmaihrc the 
WTiter If that is the case, and if Sir Grcgc'y ;« th*' 
man— again I am very’ uncertain on tin- pn’nt— th'^rc 
is a good reason why he should be pul Ovit o! th'' 

Tlierc is one person who can help us, and il.'t ' 

"Mendoza,” said Jack and the two men « twr- 
met 
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Jack looked at his watch 

‘T guess she’ll be in bed by now, but it’s worth 
while trying Would you like to see her ?” 

Michael hesitated. Stella ^lendoza was a iriend of 
Penne’s, and he was loath to commit himself 
irretrievably to the view that Penne was the murderer. 

"Yes, I think we’ll see her,” he said "After all, 
Penne knows that he is suspected.” 

Jack Knebworth was ten minutes on the tefephone 
before he succeeded in gettmg a reply from Stella's 
cottage. 

"It’s Knebworth speaking. Miss Mendoza,” he said. 
"Is it possible to see you tomght ? Mr. Bnxan wants 
to speaik to you.” 

"At this hour of the night?” she said in sleepy 
surprise. "I was in bed when the bell rang Won’t 
it do in the morning ?” 

"No, he wants to see you particularly tom’ght 
I’ll come along with him if you don’t mmd.” 

"WTiai IS wrong ?” she asked quickly. "Is it about 
Gregory ?” 

Jack whispered a query to the man vrho stood at 
his side, and Michael nodded. 

"Yes, it is about Gregory,” said Knebworth. 

"Will you come along ? I’ll have time to dress.” 

Stella was dressed by the time they arrived, and 
too curious and too alarmed to make ^e hour of the 
call a matter of comment. 
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"WTiat is the trouble she ashed 
"Mr. Foss IS dead." 

"Dead’” She ojwncd her c>cs wde. "Vaiy. 1 
only saw him yesterday' But ho a 
"H e has been murdered," said Michael quuil;. 
"His head has been found on Cliobham Cot, • non " 
She would have fal’en to the floor liad not Michr''rv 
arm been Ihcic to support her, and tt vp«i cou.c l’*i 
before she recovered sufiiciently to an?wer cohcrcntl* 
the questions which were put to her. 

"Mo, I didn’t see Mr Fo-^s again after l,e l'’it 
the Tov\erc, and then I only saw him for a f-v 
seconds " 

"Did he suggest he was co.mng brek ppm 
She shook her head 

"Did Sir Gregory tell you he was rcturrmg 
"Ko" She shook her head again "He lo’d 
he was glad to see the last of him, and tint he !.*d 
Ixirrowcd fifty pounds until nc\t W(vl Wi.e*' h- 
CApccted to make a lot of money. Grc::c';> h’ 
that — he will tell you thing' about prop’'\ tlf'" r wl ;1 
they a«k him not to make pubhe. lit latl 'T pt ' 
of his wealth and what he cn*!' hi- eh n’\ ' 

"You had a luncheon cnc, v rn''.,* w.th !i n 
Michael, watching her 
She bit her hp 

"You mu't hate heard me t di in'* w5 '■‘i I ! f* i **i 
she said "Mo, I had no Jut.cli- ,”i i 
was camonnace, intciit'eti ^or • ’ *' *•’ 

hancin" aro.ind, nnd vc I o'* a . 1 . ^ 

Uie hoii^t tint nt:,ht Was it \ > i * 

Michael nodded 

"Oh. I'm <0 rdnved **' I*'" t-'l i r--"' ' " 
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“Those few minutes in that dark room were terrible 
to me. I thought it was ” She hesitated. 

“Bhag>” suggested Michael, and she nodded. 

"Yes You don't suspect Gregory of killing Foss 

"I suspect everybody in general and nobody m 
particular,” said Michael. "Did you see Bhag ?" 

She shivered. 

"No, not that time I’ve seen him, of course. He 
gives me the creeps! I’ve never seen anything so 
human Sometimes, when Gregory was a little — a 
little drunk, he used to bnng Bhag out and make him 
do tricks Do you know that Bhag could do all the 
Malayan exercises with the sword 1 Sir Gregory had a 
specially made wooden sword for him, and the way 
that that awful thing used to twirl it round his head 
was terrif)dng.” 

Michael stared at her. 

"Bhag could use the sword, then ’ Penne told me 
he did, but I thought he was lying.” 

"Oh yes, he could use the sword. Gr^oiy taught 
him everything.” 

"What is Penne to you ?” Michael asked the 
question bluntly, and she coloured. 

"He has been a friend," she said awkwardty, "a 
very good friend of mine — ^financially, I mean. He 
took a liking to me a long time ago, and we've been — 
very good friends.” 

ilichael nodded. 

"And you are still ?” 

"No,” she answered shortly. "I've finished with 
Gregory, and am leaving Chichester tomorrow. I’ve 
put the house in an agent’s hands to rent. Poor Mr. 
Foss!” she said, and there were tears in her eyes. 
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"Poor sonU Gn^ory wouldn't hnvc done Jt. Mr. 
Brixan, I’ll swear that 1 Tlierc's a whole lot of Grc::oty 
that's sheer bluff. He’s a coward at heart and lho'j::h 
he has done dreadful things, he has ai.\ays had rn rgert 
to do the dirty work.” 

"Dreadful things like what 

She seemed reluctant to explain, bat be p-e -cd ''<ir 

"Well, he told me that lie u^^cd to talc cxprd.ti;*'?, 
in the bush and raid the ^^!!^ges, cinyiir: o'l gir's 
Tlicre is one tnbe that have \cr>' b-;autifj’ wo roi 
Perhaps he was lying about tint too. ujt I have an 
idea that he spoke the truth. He told me tint only a 
year ago, when he was m Borneo, he r rt-i 

from a wnld ullage where it wac dc-ith for a Kurep^.n 
to go. He always said ‘bftca’.' 

"And didn’t you mind these concessions '•s’.cJ 
Micliacl, his steely eye upon her. 

She slmiggcd her shoulder*: 

"He was that kind of man.” was all s’te 1, a- ! 
it spoke \olumcs for her und^'r-tanu ng of li'r \r'\ 
good fnend”. 

Micliacl w.ilked back to Jack Kn'-'h.^c>’•t’^- ! • " 

"The story Penne tclb seems to fit tojii'*' ">,*’> 
the inform-’ tion Mendona has p\T*i vs lo-rr i , '> 
doubt th.at the woman at tl c top of the tr-vr i , ?’ 
ladv he ’lifted , and Ics*. do ibt that il e I 'ir h* 
man wa.s her husb-’nd If tney In'.c r i - ' 

tower, then there sko'dd b- n^' c/'T^ r. *' 
them ri! send out a to "i' ^ v i 

a r.idius of twenty -fnc mik-s, .a*'-* \u v '1* t*' " “ 
news of tl’cm in the monurp” 


Tt'« ma-T.m:: roa,' ’•"d T'C‘ 


the greyinc c-isr, "Wul vi ' O’ i ' 


I'l f.i 1 i 
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some coflee. This news has upset me I was going to 
have a long day’s work, but I guess we’ll have to put 
it off for a day or so. The company is bound to be 
upset by this news. They all knew Foss, although he 
was not very popular with them. It only wants Adele 
to be off colour to complete our misery. By the way, 
BrLxan, why don't you make this your headquarters ? 
I'm a bachelor; there's a 'phone service here, and 
you’ll get a privacy at this house which you don’t 
get at your hotel." 

The idea appealed to the detective, and it was at 
Jack Knebworth’s house that he slept that night, 
after an hour's conversation on the telephone with 
Scotland Yard 

Early in the morning he was again at the Towers, 
and now, with the assistance of dayhght, he enlarged 
his search, without adding greatly to his knowledge 
The position was a peculiar one, as Scotland Yard 
had emphasized. Sir Gregory Penne was a member of 
a good family, a nch man, a justice of the peace ; and, 
whilst his eccentricities were of a lawless character, 
"You can’t hang people for being queer,” the 
Commissioner informed Michael on the telephone 

It w'as a suspicious fact that Bhag had disappeared 
as completely as the browm man and his wife. 

"He hasn't been back all night ; I've seen nothing 
of him," said Sir Gregoiy, "And that’s not tlie first 
time lie's gone off on his own He finds hiding-places 
that you’d never suspect, and he’s probably gone to 
earth somewhere He’ll turn up." 

Michael was passing through Chichester when he 
saw a figure that made him bring the car to a standstill 
with such a jerk that it was a wonder the tyres did 
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not burst. In a second he Tras cat of the rrcch’rc ra\ 
walking to meet .Adde. 

"It seems ten tlioasand years smcc I \''U 
he said with an c-\travagance which at '■. 1 % <•*' 
time would have brought a smile to her f-cc 
“I’m afraid I can't stop I'm on m, w"\ to ; 
studio,” she said, a little coldly, "and I yo ” 
Mr. Knebworth that I \vou*d be tlierc enrlv Yo s > 

I got off yesterday afternoon b\ telling Mr Kn.’b 
that I had an engagement,” 

“-\nd had you'" asked the inroccnt 
"I asked somebody to take tea with mY' ri.d 1. 
jaw dropped 

"Moses!” he gasped "I am the wlivn'" 

She would have gone on, bat he stop,v d h'*" 

“I don't want to shock >oj o- hurt v 'i \ 
hesaid gently, "but the cxplan-’tion lO" m\ lorc''*. . 

IS that we’ve had another tragcly." 

She stopped and looked at him 
".Another ?” 

He nodded. 

"Mr Foss has b'xin murdered." he 1 
She went very white 
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Foss and spoke to hiitu He -was very nervous and 
restless, and again made a suggestion to me whidi he 
had already made when he called on me His manner 
was so strange that I asked him if he was in any trouble. 
He told me no, but he had had an awdul premonition 
that something dreadful was going to happen, and he 
asked me tf I'd lived in Chichester for any length of 
time, and if I knew about the caves " 

“The caves ?’’ said Michael quickly. 

She nodded. 

“I was surprised. I’d never heard of the caves. 
He told me there was a reference to them in some 
old history of Chichester. He bad looked in the guide- 
books wthout findmg anything about them, but 
apparently there were caves at some time or other near 
Chellerton, but there was a heavy subsidence of earth 
that closed the entrance. He was so rambling and 
so disjointed that 1 thought he must have been drinking, 
and I was glad to get away from him. I went on and 
did my shopping and met one of the e.\tra girls I 
knew. She asked me to go home with her. I didn’t 
want to go a bit, but I thought if I refused she would 
thmk I w’as giving myself airs, and so I went. As 
soon as I could, I came away and want straight home 

“It was then nine o'clock and the streets ware 
empty. They are not very well ht in Chichester, but 
I W’as able to recognize Mr. Foss. He was standing 
at the comer of the Arundel Koad, and was evidently 
waiting for somebody. I stopped because I particularly 
did not WTsh to meet Mr, Foss, but I was on the point 
of turning round when a car drove into the road and 
stopped almost opposite him " 

“What sort of a car asked Michael. 



"It vras a closed landaulette — I think they c?h 
them sedans As it came round the comer lU iiqiit' 
went out, which struck me as being cunou'^ Mr. 
was e\ndently waiting for this, for he went anl 
leant on the edge of the wmdow and spoke to 
inside. I don't know what made me do it. but i hrd 
an extraordinary' impulse to see who was in the car, 
and I started walking toward them. I must In%c 
been five or slv yards away w hen Mr F oss stepned ba 
and the sedan mo\ed on. The dn\er pul hand 
out of the window as if he tvas waving cood-b.e It 
was still out of the window and the only tiiirr.: •,i>-ib'o — 
the interior w'as quite dark — when it came 
of me." 

"Was there anythmg peculiar about the hand ’’’ 
"Nothing, ex'cept that it was small and v.f.tc, 
and on the little finger was a large dnmond nii" 
Tlic fire in it was extraordinary’, and I wo.vi-'nd wi,'» 
a man should wear a ring of that kind You wui tk.uk 
I am silly, but the sight of that hand g.n c irc a '(.rr. '' 
feeling of fear — I don't know why, c\cn no.’, 'll 
W’as something unnatural and abnormal .t it. 
\Micn I looked round again, Mr Fo'^ w-=’: v''> ’ ’ 
rapidly in the other direction, and I m id*, .uo .it”’ ? ' ’> 
to overtake him " 

"You saw no number on the car 
"None w’hateicr." She shook 1 cr hc-'d T w-.^u i 
so curious " 

"You didn't c^cn sec the silhoJttte c* u ’i 
inside ?" 
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"He passed me in a flash, and I can’t give you an} 
very accurate information, Mr. Brixan. It may be a 
mistake on ray part, but I thought it was as big as the 
tip of my finger. Naturally I couldn't see any details, 
even though 1 saw the car again last night.” 

She went on to tell him of what happened on the 
previous night, and he listened intently. 

"The man spoke to you — did you recognize his 
voice ?” 

She shook her head. 

"No — he spoke in a whisper. I did not see his face, 
though I have an idea that he was wearing a cap 
The policeman said he should have taken the number 
of the car." 

"Oh, the policeman said that, did he ?" remarked 
Michael sardomcally. "Well, there’s hope for 
him.” 

For a minute he was immersed in thought, and 
then • 

"I’ll take you to the studio, if you don’t mind,” 
said Michael. 

He left her to go to her dressing-room, there to 
ieam that work had been suspended for the day, and 
went in search of Jack. 

"You've seen everybody of consequence in this 
neighbourhood,” he said. "Do you know anybody 
who drives a sedan and w'ears a diamond nng on the 
little finger of the right hand ?” 

"The only pierson I know who has that weakness is 
Mendoza," he said. 

Michael whistled. 

"I never thought of Mendoza,” he said, "and Adele 
described the hand as 'small and womanly'.” 
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stopped, vnth an extraordinary display of agility 
Mr. Longvale jumped on the running-board. 

“I have been watching for you this last two hours, 
^Ir. Brixan,” he said "Do you mind if I jom you ?" 

"Come right in," said Michael heartily. 

“You are going to Chichester, I know. Would you 
mind instead coming to the Dower House? I have 
something important to tell 3'ou." 

The place at which he had signalled the car to 
stop was exactly opposite the end of the road that led 
to the Dower House and Sir Gregory's domain The 
old man told him that he had walked back from 
Chichester, and had been waiting for the passing ot 
the car. 

"I learnt for the first time, Mr. Brixan, that you 
are an officer of the law," he said, with a stately 
inchnation of his head- "I need hardly tell you how 
greatly I respect one whose duty it is to serve the 
cause of justice " 

"Mr. ICnebworth told 3rou, I presume?" said 
Michael, with a smile. 

"He told me,” agreed the other gravely. "I went 
m really to seek you, having an intuition that you had 
some more important position in life than what I 
had first imagined, I confess I thought at first that 
3'ou w'ere one of those idle 5’oung men who have 
nothing to do but to amuse themselves It was a great 
gratification to me to learn that I was mistaken It 
is all the more gratifying” — Michael smiled inwardly 
at the verbosity of age — ^"because I need advice on a 
point of law w'hich I imagine my law'yer would not 
offer to me. My position is a very peculiar one, in 
some ways embarrasang. I am a man who shrinks 
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Dntil they were hack in his sanctum that Mr. Longvale 
toid his story. 

*‘l saw them last night about half past eleven/' 
he said. "They were staggering down the road, and 
I thought at first that they were intoxicated, but 
fortunately the woman spoke, and as I have never 
forgotten a voice, even ivhen it spoke in a language 
that was unfamiliar to me, I raized immediately 
that it was my patient, and went out to intercept her 
I then saw the condition of her companion, and she, 
recognizing me, began to speak e.xcitedly in a language 
which I could not understand, though I would have 
been singularly dense if I had had any doubt as to 
her meaning. The man was on the point of collapse, 
but, assisted by the woman, I managed to get him 
into the house and to the room where he now is 
Fortunately, in the expectation of again being called 
to attend her. I had purchased a small stock of surgical 
dressing and was able to attend to the man." 

"Is he badly hurt asked Michael 

"He has lost a considerable quantity of blood," said 
the other, "and, though there seem to be no arteries 
severed or bones broken, the wounds have an alarming 
appearance. Now, it has occurred to me," he went 
on, in his oddly profound manner, "that this 
unfortunate native could not have received his injury 
except as the result of some illegal act, and I thought 
the best thmg to do was to notify the police that they 
were under my care. I called firet upon my excellent 
friend Mr. John Knebworth, and opened my heart 
to him. He then told me your position, and I decided 
to await your return before I took any further 
steps " 
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"You have solved a ni5r3tery that hz.< pi-tici 
and, incidentally, you ha\c confirmed a stnr)’ wl’icl 
I had received wnth constderab’e sccotic’<-m.'' 

Mike. "I think you were v.ell advo<-cd in inforo>n~ ii,'* 
pohee — I Will make a report to headquarter^ a .id - :.i 
an ambulance to take these two peop'c to ko-pi*,-’!. 
Is the man fit to be moved 
"I think so,” nodded the o’d gentleman. "Hi 
sleeping heavily now, and has the .appeamnee of Iv.iv 
in a state of coma, but that is not tlic c.'’*:^ Tuev r. 
quite welcome to stay here, though I Irve " 
convenience, and must do my Ovvn niT'in'', vwreh i 
rather a bother, for I am not fitted for i ich -> ‘•tr . i 
Happily, the woman is able to do a grvit d- al i 
him.” 

“Did he have a sword vvhtn he .imvc.i 
Mr. Lontrv’ale clicked in- hp' impati-ntlv. 

"How stupid of me to fon.«i ih't* Ve , .t i r. 
here." 
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With an exclamation of apology, the old man 
hurried away, leaving ilichael in the hall 

Hanging on pegs was the long overcoat of the master 
of Dower House, and beside it the ciirly-rimmed beaver 
and a very prosaic derby hat, which Slichael took 
down the moment the old man’s back was turned. 
It had been no ruse of his, this demand for a dnnk, 
for he was parched. Only Michael had the 
inquisitiveness of his profession. 

The old gentleman returned quickly, to find Michael 
examming the hat. 

"Where did this come from ?’’ asked the detective. 

"That was the hat the native was wearing when 
he arrived," said Mr. Longvale 

"I will take it with me, if you don't mind," said 
Michael after a long silence. 

"With all the pleasure in life. Our fnend upstairs 
will not need a ha t for a very long time," he said, VMth 
a whimsical little smile 

Michael went back to his car, put the hat carefully 
beside him, and drove into Chichester; and all tlie 
way he was in a state of wonder. For inside the bat 
were the initials "L F.", How came the hat of Lawley 
Foss on the head of the brown man from Borneo ^ 


CHAPTER XXVIl 

THE CAVES 


Mr. Longvale’s two patients were removed to 
hospital that night, and, vr.th a favourable report on 
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the man’s condftion trom the dociorc. ?rfc''‘»e5 lelt 
tiiat one aspect of the my-iezy ? inv'er, 
longer. 

His old schoolmaster rcccnrd a M ’i Ihrt r-'l • 
“More stud} he aske-i gODd-humojtea’j. *’ 
Micliacl was announccd. 

"Cunously enough, you’re ncht, sir,” *r»jd 
“though 1 doubt very much wlicth^r vp i cm a 
me I’m look)ng for an old historv of Cinch cs’c-” 

“I hive oic published in iGoo, You’re the r^cr'i 
man in the last fortnight who wanted to se-. it." 

"\Mjo was tlie other?” a<ted Michael qn ckJv’. 

"A mrn named Fo-i- ” Iv'can Mr Scott, ir''" 

Michael i, iddcd a*; though he had knoui the .d^ulitv 
of the seeker after kno .Icdcc "He w.'nt'^i to t'-o'' 
about caves I've never h'.icl there v.ire .inv 
civcs of any cclcbnty Nov, if thi<s wt'' ' I '•d 1"', 
I should be able to give you quit'’ i lot t-f iiilci'i’iil ' . 

I am an authority on the Cheshhr cues " 

He shooed Miclipcl into the hl'iir . o'.d trh-' 
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all the/e knight/ and /quire/, and fit John Dudley, Earl of 
Newport, /o that they were never more /een And the place 
of thi/ happening i/ mne mile/ m a line from thi/ /ame aty, 
called by the Romans Regnum, or CuSancea/ter m the /axon 
fashion. 

"Have the caves ever been located ?” 

Mr. Scott shook his head 

"There are local rumours that they were used a 
centuiy and a half ago by brandy-smugglers, but 
then you find those traditions local to every district.” 

Mikael took a local map of Chichester from his 
pocket, measured off nine miles, and wth a pair of 
compasses encircled the city. He noted that the line 
passed either through or near Sir Gregory'*, estate 

"There are two Griff Towers,” he suddenly said, 
examining the map. 

"Yes, there is another besides Penne's place, which 
is named after a famous local landmark — the real 
Griffin Toxver (as it ^vas originally called). I have an 
idea it stands either within or about Penne’s property — 
a very old, circular tower, about twenty feet high, 
and anything up to two thousand years old. I’m 
interested in antiquities, and I have made a very 
careful inspiection of the place. The lower part of the 
wall is undoubtedly Roman work — the Romans had 
a big encampment here ; in fact, Regnum was one of 
their headquarters. There are all sorts of explanations 
for the tower. Probably it was a keep or blockhouse 
The idea I have is that the original Roman tow’er was 
not more than a few feet high and was not designed 
for defence at all. Successive ages added to its height, 
without exactly knowing why.” 

Michael chuckled. 
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"No'iv, if my thoorj' is correct, I cJiili hcnr 
about this Roman castle befo’’e the n.ght is o it,' f o : - : 

He gathered his tninks from the hotel and tr<' , 
them ofi to his ne« home He found th*! : j.* - 
table w'as laid for three. 

'‘H\pecting company’" asked Mic*!"’’!. v teJ .*' 
Jack Kncbuorlh putting the finisbmg to :cl e r i t* > 
table — he had a bachelor's finickintr sen''* r.-’ >{1 - 
which consists of placing cvcr\*thir : rt '‘-m •’ d; t 
from everything else 

"Yuh ’ Fnend of yours" 

"Of mine 

Jack nodded. 

"r\c a^kod soung Leamington to come tin ^n 
when I sec a man of your ace tnrni 'c r’/l . t t! ' 
mention of a girl’s name, I fee! fo' h n 
coming partly on business, r>>rtl\ fur the r’' - ' 

meeting me in a human atmo-nhere ?hf' u’J 1 1 do ' • 
well today as I wanted, but I cims? we \.i.rc ' I it’ 
short of our nest." 
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He put his hand on her shoulder and led her into 
the room, and then for the first time she saw Jlichael, 
and that young man had a momentarj^ sense of dismay 
when he saw her face drop. It was only for a second, 
and, as if reading his llioughts, she explained her 
sudden change of mien. 

"I thought we were going to talk nothing but 
pictures and pictures !” she said. 

"So you shall,” said ilichaeL "I’m the best listener 
on earth, and the first person to mention murder will 
be thrown out of the ^vindow.” 

"Then I’ll prepare for the flight!” she said good- 
humouredly. "For I’m going to talk murder and 
mystery — later 1” 

Under the expanding influence of a sjunpalhetic 
environment the girl took on a new aspect, and all 
that Jlichael had suspected in her was amply proven. 
The shyness, the almost frigid reserve, melted in the 
company of two men, one of whom she gu^sed was 
fond of her, while the other — well, Michael was at 
least a friend. 

"I have been doing detective-work this afternoon,” 
she said, after the coSee had been served, “and I’ve 
made amazing discoveries,” she added solemnly. "It 
started by my trying to track the motor-car, which 
I guessed must have come into my street through a 
lane which runs across the far end It is the only 
motor-car track I've found, and I don't think there is 
any doubt it was my white-handed man who drove it. 
You see, I noticed the back tyre, which had a sort of 
diamond-shaped design on it, and it was fairly easy 
to follow the marks. Half-way up the lane I found a 
place where there wras oil in the middle of the road and 
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«licre the car must have =toc*d fo- cht' Ur--* * d 

there — found lhL=!” 

She opened her little ha^db ^5 and tc-^s: o .t - * : 
dark-green bottle. It bore no label and va= nr ,-» 'eo 
Michael took it from her hand, e'arr.in': ;i car , '^'y 
and smelL Tlicre \vss a di?tnct.ve odoor. p’T ,c. * • 3 
not nnplcasing. 

"Do you recognire it -he arked. 

He shook his head. 

"Let me try.” Jack Ivnebwolh tie I* - 
from -Iichael's hand and spiffed "Diit}’. dJ^'i 
he said quickly, and the prl noddet* 

"I thought It 'A-as that. Father '..as •' ph’"-rr 'i- - • 
chemist, and once, uhen I v.a- p'-'earg 111 1 •- Cl i , 

I found a cupboard open and took do m a h ’’t e 

and opened it. I don’t krow v’'it . 

happened to me, only d->dd% ne I ' r- < t 

diild at tlic lime, and I’ve alv.“ys rcir-nh ’^ei U 't 
scent " 

"But}'! chloride ?" Miclntl Foat.H 
"It's knou-n as the ‘death dmo or s' ^ - • 

drop’,” said Krcb 'orth, ’'an 3 v.'i a dr , % 
u) fa\our With sharks who ni'>3c a b " ' - r f ' 

.sailor? A few drops of tint in a i.'~ ' c ^ * 
yo.i'rc oat I” 

MidncHook thcbotll''r'r'* 1 It'-v '’O' 
lioltle such as i- sn’o ‘o- d -p r • {v ■ . 

fact the word "fK? '">a' w t > "V *' r ' 
"liuTC 1- no tn>c'‘ o‘. a ’-'I ‘ 

‘ .'.pj r,.rl’v n ro l." ' 

•n} car.” rd’rttri tl - ' ' 
i"c rly gU'.C'V c'.*: — r tt.* " o- ' ^ 

.ipi’J ^ r ” 
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"\Miere was it ?" 

"In a ditch, which is very deep there and is flooded 
jnst now, but the bottle didn’t roll down so far as the 
water. That is discovery number one. Here is number 
two." 

From her bag she took a curious-shaped piece of 
steel, both ends ot which had the marks of a 
break. 

"Do you know what that is she asked. 

"It beats me,” said Jack, and handed the find to 
Michael. 

"/ know what it is, because I've seen it at the 
studio," said the girl, "and you know too, don’t you, 
Mr. Brixan ?’’ 

Jlike nodded. 

"It’s the central link of a handcuff," he said — ^"the 
link that has the s\Mvel.” 

It was covered wth spots of rust, which had been 
cleaned off — by the girl, as she told him. 

"Those are my two finds I am not going to offer 
you my conclusions, because I have none !’’ 

"They may not have been thrown from the car at 
all,” said Michael, "but, as you say, there is a possibiiitj' 
that the owner of the car chose that peculiarly deserted 
spot to rid himself of two articles which he could not 
afford to have on the premises It would have been 
safer to throw them mto the sea, but this, I suppose, 
was the easier, and, to him, the safer, method. I will 
keep these." 

He iivrapped them in paper, ^ut them away in his 
pocket, and the conversation drifted back to picture- 
taking, and, as he had anticipated: 

"We’re shooting at Griff Tower tomorrow — ^the 


real tower," said Jack Kncbworth. "It is one c! x 
landmarks — what is there amusirg in Gn^ To/cr 
he demanded. 

"Nothing particularly amusing, c'ccpl thi? \ 
have fulfilled a prediction of mine," said '!.--!>' 
"I knew 1 should hear of that darned old to%<erI' 
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chloride was a drug, and a particularly violent ont 
What use would the Head-Hunter have for that? 
he wondered. 

As for the handcufi, he examined it again. Terrific 
force must have been employed to snap the connecting- 
links. This was a mystery to him, and he gave it up 
with a sense of annoyance at his own mcompetence. 

Before going to bed he received a 'phone message 
from Inspector Lj'le, who was w’atching Gnff Towers 
There w'as nothmg new to report, and apparently life 
was pursuing its normal round- The inspector had 
been invited into the house by Sir Gregory, who had 
told him that Bhag was still missing. 

"I'll keep you there tonight," said Michael 
"Tomorrow we will lift the watch. Scotland Yard is 
satisfied that Sir Gregory had nothing to do with 
Foss’s death.” 

A grunt from the other end of the 'phone expressed 
the inspector's disagreement with that view. 

"He’s in it somehow," he said. "By the way, I’ve 
foimd a blood-stained derby hat in the field outside 
the grounds It has the name of Chi Li Stores, Tjandi, 
inside." 

This was news indeed. 

"Let me see it in the morning," said Michael after 
long cogitation. 

Soon after breakfast the next morning the hat came 
and W'as inspected- Knebworth, who had heard most 
of the story from Michael, exanuned the new' due 
cunously. 

"If the coon wore Lawley's hat W'hen he arrived at 
ilr. Longvale’s, where, in the name of fate, did the 
change take place? It must have been somewhere 
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bebveen the Towers and the old man’s house* 
imless " 

"Unless what asked Michael. He had a great 
regject for Knebworth’s shrevid judgment. 

"Unless the change took place at Sir Gregor\*‘s house 
You see that, although it is blood-stained, there are 
no cuts in it Wnch is rum.” 

"Very rum," agreed Mike mefuUy. "And \ct, if 
my first theory was correct, the explanation is simple." 

He did not tell his host what hi theory was 

Accompan3ang Knebworth to the studio, he watched 
the char-a-banc drive ofi, wishing that he had some 
CTCuse and the leisure to accompany them on their 
expedition. It was a care-free, cheeiy’ throng, and its 
very assoaation Mas a tonic to his spirits. 

He put through his usual call to London There 
Mas no neMS There was really no reason Mhy he 
should not go, he decided recklessly, and as soon a<; 
his decision was taken his car mtis pounding on Uie 
trail of the joy M-agon. 

He saw the tower a quarter of an hour before he 
came to it : a squat, ancient building, for all the M-orld 
hke an inordinately high sheep-fold. When he came 
up to them the char-a-banc had been draMn on to the 
grass, and the company was putting the finishing 
touches to its make-up Adele he did not see at once — 
she was changing in a little canvas tent, Mml-^t Jack 
ICnebM'orth and the camera-man wrangled over light 
and position 

Michael had too much intelligc'ice to brlt in at 
this moment, and strolled up to the toAcr, cxpninin': 
the cunous courses which generation after gcn.raf'in 
had added to the onginal foundations He krc.'* \c‘y 
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little of masonry, but he viras able to detect the Roman 
portion of the wall, and thought he saw the place where 
Saxon builders had filled in a gap. 

One of the hands was fixing a ladder up which 
Roselle was to pass The story w'hich was being 
filmed was that of a girl who, starting life in the 
chorus, had become the wife of a nobleman with archaic 
ideas. The poor but honest young man w’ho had loved 
her in her youth (Michael gathered that a disconsolate 
Reggie Connolly played this part) w^as ever at hand to 
help her , and now, when shut up in a stone room of 
the keep, it was he who w'as to rescue her. 

The actual castle towrer had been shot in Arundel. 
Old Griff Tower was to sert'e for a close-up, showing 
the girl descending from her pnson in the arms of her 
lover, by the aid of a rope of knotted sheets 
"It’s going to be deuced awkw’ard getting down," 
said Reggie lugubnously. "Of course, they've got a 
rope mside the sheet, so there’s no chance of it breaking. 
But Miss Leamington is really fearfully avvfully heavy * 
You try and lift her yourself, old tiling, and see how* 
you like it !’’ 

Nothing w’ould have given Michael greater pleasure 
than to carry out the instructions literally. 

"It's too robust a part for me, it is really," bleated 
Reggie. "I’m not a cave-man, I'm not indeed * I've 
told Knebworlh that it isn’t the job for me And 
besides, why do they want a close-up ? Why don’t 
they make a dummy that I could carry and sling 
about ? And why doesn’t she come down by herself 
"It’s dead easy,” said Knebworth, who had walked 
up and overheard the latter part of the conversation. 
"Miss Leamington wnll hold the rope and take the 
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weight ofi you. All you’ve got to do is to look brave 
and pretty." 

"That’s all very well," grumbled Reggie, "but 
dimbing dowm ropes is not the job I i\'as engaged for. 
We all have our likes and our dislikes, and that’s one 
of my dislikes” 

"Try it," said Jack laconically. 

The property-man had fixed the rope to an iron 
staple which he had driven to the inside of the toiver, 
the top of which would not be shown m the picture 
The actual descent had been acted by "doubles” in 
Arundel on a long shot ; it was only the close-up that 
Jack needed. The first rehearsal nearly ended m 
disaster. With a squeak, Connolly let go his burden, 
and the girl would have fallen but for her firm gnp 
on the rope 

"Try It again '” stormed Jack. "Remember jou’rc 
playing a man’s part. Young Coogan uould hold her 
better than that '" 

They tried again, with greater success, and after 
the third rehearsal, when poor Reggie uas in a ';tale 
of exhaustion . 

"Camera 1" said Knebworth shortly, and then be^aii 
the actual taking of the picture. 

Whatever his other drawbacks were, and whatever 
his disadvantages, there was no doubt that Connolly 
was an artist. Racked wnth agony at this unu-'inl 
exertion though he was, he could smile sweetly into 
tlie upturned face of the girl, whilst the camera, fixed 
upon a collapsible platform, cheked cnco.iragngh r- 
it was lowered to keep pace wnth the c-^capins: lovers 
They touched ground, and with one last hninn-hmc; 
at the girl, Connolly posed for the final ilirce second. 
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“That’U do/' said Jack. 

Reggie sat down heavily. 

"My heavens he waded, feeling his arms painfully, 
"I'll never do that again, I won't really. I've had as 
much of that stuff as ever I’m going to have, Mr. 
Knebworth It was terrible 1 I thought I should die 1" 

"Well, you didn’t," said Jack good-humouredly. 
"Now have a rest, you boys and girls, and then we’ll 
shoot the escape.” 

The camera was moved off twenty or thirty yards, 
and whilst Reggie Connolly wnthed m agony on the 
ground, the girl walked over to Michael 

"I'm glad that’s over," she said thankfully. "Poor 
Mr. Connolly i The awful language he wns using inside 
nearly made me laugh, and that would have meant 
that we should have had to take it all over again. 
But It wasn’t easy," she added. 

Her own arm was bruised, and the rope had rubbed 
raw a little place on her wrist. Michael had an insane 
desire to kiss the raw skin, but restrained himself. 

"^^^]at did you think of me ? Did I look anythmg 
approaching graceful ? I felt hke a bundle of straw I" 

"You looked — ^wonderful !" he said fervently, and 
she shot a quick glance at him and dropped her eyes. 

"Perhaps you're pre)udiced," she said demurely. 

"1 have that feeling too,” said MicliaeL "WTiat is 
inside ?" He pointed. 

"Inside the tower ? Nothing, except a lot of rock 
and wild bush, and a pathetic dwarf tree 1 loved it." 

He laughed. 

"Just now you said you w'cre glad it was over. 
I presume you w-ere refemng to the play and not to 
the mtenor of the tower?” 
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She nodded, a t\%Tnkle in her eye. 

"Mr. Knebworth saj's he may have to take a night 
shot if he’s not satisfied with the daj* picture. Poor 
Jlr. Connolly ! He’ll throw up his part ’’ 

At that moment Jack l6ieb\\orth's voice ^•as 
heard 

"Don’t take the ladder, Collins !’’ he shouted "Put 
it down on the grass behmd tlie tower I may have to 
come up here tonight, so you can leave anjthirq; that 
won't be hurt by the weather, and collect it again in 
the morning." 

Adele made a little face. 

"I w'as afraid he would,’’ she said. "Not that I 
mind very much — it's rather fun. But Mr. Connolh 's 
nervousness communicates itself in some way I wish 
you w'ere playing that part ’’ 

"I wsh to heaven I were said Michael, wntli stidi 
smeenty in his voice that she coloured 
Jack Knebworth came tmvard them. 

"Did jou leave an 3 'tlung up there, Adele’" he 
asked, pointing to the tower 
"No, Mr Knebworth," she smd in surprise 
"Well, whai’s that’’’ 

He pointed to something round that showed above 
the edge of the tower top 
"\Miy, It’s moving 1” he gasped 
As he spoke a head came slovh’ into ^dew It was 
followed b}' a massive pair of haiiy' shoulder-, ai’d Ji'’*’ 
a leg was thrown over the walk 
It was Bhag! 

His tawnj’ hair was white wdlh dust, hi« f’'cc wtj; 
powdered grotesquely All these thinc=^ 
noticed Then, as the creature put out his iiand to 
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steady himself, Jlichael saw that each wrist was 
encircled by the half of a broken pair of handcuffs I 


CHAPTER XXIX 
bhag's return 

The girl screamed and gripped Slichael’s arm 

"\VIiat is that ?” she asked. "Is it the Thing that 
came to my — my room ?" 

Michael put her aside gently and ran toward the 
tower. As he did so, Bhag took a leap and dropped on 
the ground. For a moment he stood, his Imuckles 
on the ground, his mahgnant face turned m the direction 
of the man And then he sniffed, and, with that queer 
twittering noise of his, v/ent ambling across the dowms 
and disappeared over a near-by crest. 

Michael raced in pursuit. By the time he came into 
view the great ape w<is a quarter of a mile away, 
running at top speed, and always keeping close to the 
hedges that di\nded the fields he had to cross. Pursuit 
w’as useless, and the detective w'ent slowly back to the 
alarmed company. 

‘Tt is only an orang-outang belonging to Sir Gregory, 
and perfectly harmless," he said. "He has been 
missing from the house for two or three days " 

"He must have been hiding in the tower," said 
Knebworth, and Michael nodded. “Well, I’m darned 
glad he didn’t choose to come out at the moment I 
w-as shooting,” said the director, mopping his forehead. 
"You didn't see anything of him, Adcle ?" 
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Michael guessed that the girl \\*as pale under her 
yellow make-up, and the hand she raised to her hps 
shook a httle 

“That explains the mystery of the handoiSs,” said 
Knebworth. 

"Did you notice them asked Michael quickly. 
"Yes, that explains the broken hnk," he said, "but 
it doesn’t exactly explain the butyl chloride.” 

He held the grrl’s arm as he spoke, and in the warm 
strong pressure she felt something more than his 
sjmpathy. 

"Were you a little fnghtened?” 

"I was badly fnghtened,” she confessed. "How 
temble I Was that Bhag 

He nodded. 

"That was Bhag,” he said. "I suppose he’s been 
hidmg m the tower ever since his disappearance You 
saw nothing when you were on the top of the wall 

"I’m glad to say I didn’t, or I should have dropned 
There are a large number of bushes where he migl't 
have been hidden.” 

Michael decided to look for himself They put up 
the ladder and he climbed to the broad top of tlu 
tower and looked down. At the base of the sto"c ters. 
the ground sloped atvay m a manner cunou-ly 
reminiscent of the shell-holes he had seen G..rpg il’" 
war in France The actual floor of the tower '’a- 
%Tsible under the hawthorn bushes wlvch grew th’c’.ij 
at the centre. He caught a glimpse of t'lc 
edges of rock, the distorted brandie.-' of an c i irc , 
and that was all. 

There was ample oppodunity for 
Possibly Bhag had hidden Trcrc mo-t of 
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sleeping oil the effects of his labour and his wounds ; 
for Michael had seen something that nobody else had 
noticed — the gashed skin and the ear tliat had been 
slashed in half. 

He came down the ladder again and rejoined 
Knebworth. 

"I think that finishes our work for today," said 
Jack dubiously. "I smell hysteria, and it will be a 
long time before I can get the girls to come up for a 
night picture " 

Michael drove the director back in his car, and all 
the way home he was considering this strange 
appearance of the ape Somebody had handcuffed 
Bhag : he ought to have guessed that when he saw 
the tom hnk. No human being could have broken 
those apart. And Bhag had escaped — from whom^ 
How ? And why had he not returned to Gnff Towers 
and to his master ? 

When he had dropped the director at the studio he 
went straight on to Gregory’s house, and found the 
baronet playing clock-golf on a strip of lawn that ran 
by the side of the house. The man was still heavily 
bandaged, but he was making good recovery. 

"Yes, Bhag is back. He returned half an hour ago. 
Where he has been, heaven knows I I’ve often wished 
that chap could talk, but I’ve never wished it so much 
as I do at this moment. Somebody had put irons on 
him : I’ve just taken them off." 

"Can I see them ?" 

"You knew it, did you ?" 

"I saw' him. He came out of the old tower on the 
hilL" Michael pointed ; from where they stood, the 
tower was in sight. 
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"Is that SO ^ And what the devil was he doing there ?" 
Sir Gregory scratched his chin thoughtfully. 

"He’s been away before, but mostly he goes to ? 
shoot of mine about three miles away, where there's 
plenty of cover and no intruders I discovered that 
when a poacher saw him, and, like a fool, shot at him — 
that poacher w'as a lucky man to escape with his life 
Have you found the body of Foss 
The baronet had resumed his placing, and was 
looking at the ball at his feet 
"No," said Michael quietly. 

"Expect to find it 
"I shouldn’t be surprised" 

Sir Gregory stood, his hands leaning on his club, 
looking across the wold. 

"What’s the law m this country, suppose a man 
acadentally kills a servant who tned to knife him ?" 

"He would have to stand his trial,” said Michael, 
"and a verdict of ‘]ustifiable homicide’ would be 
returned and he would be set free" 

"But suppose he didn’t reveal it ? Suppose he — 
well, did away ■with the body — ^buried it — ^and let the 
matter slide 

"Then he would place himself in a rcm?.rkably 
dangerous position,” said Michael "Particularly" — 
he watched the man closely — "if a woman fnend. 
who IS no longer a woman friend, happened to b' a 
witness or had knowledge of tJie act.” 

Gregory Penne’s one \nsible eye blinked quickly, 
and he went that cunous purple co'oiir which Michcd 
had seen before w'hen he was agitated. 

"Suppose she tned to get monev out of him m. 
threatening to tell tlic police 
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"Then,” said the patient Michael, "she would go 
to prison for blackm^, and possibly as an accessor^' 
to or after the fact." 

"Would she ?” Sir Gregory's voice was eager. 
"She v/ould be an accessory if she saw — ^hun cut the 
man down ? Mind you, this happened years ago 
There’s a Statute of Limitations, isn’t there ?” 

"Not for murder,” said Michael 

"Murder ! Would you call that murder ?” asked the 
other in alarm. "In self-defence ? Rot 1" 

Things were gradually being made light to Michael. 
Once Stella Mendoza had called the man a murderer, 
and Michael’s nimble mind, which could reconstruct 
the scene with almost unerring precision, began to 
grow active. A servant, a coloured man, probably 
one of his Malayan slaves, had run amok, and Penne 
had killed him — ^possibly in self-defence — and then 
had grown fnghtened of the consequences. He re- 
membered Stella's description — ^"Penne is a bluffer 
and a coward at heart.” That was the story in a 
nutshell. 

"Where did you bury your unfortunate victim ?’’ he 
asked coolly, and the man started. 

"Buiy ? What do you mean T’ he blustered. *T 
didn’t murder or bury anybody. I was merely puttmg 
■*. hypothetical case to you.” 

"It sounded more real than hypothesis," said 
Michael, "but I v/on't press the question.” 

In truth, crimes of this question bored Michael 
Brixan ; and, but for the unusual and curious circum- 
stances of the Head-Hunter’s villainies, he would have 
dropped the case almost as soon as he came on to it. 

There was yet another attraction, which he did not 
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name, even to himself. As for Sir Gregory* Penn., 
the grossness of the man and his hobbies, the sordid 
vulgarity of his amours, were more than a little s'c’-^en- 
ing. He would gladly have cut Sir Gregory out 
ius life, only — ^he was- not yet sure. 

"It IS very curious how these questions crop up, 
Penne was sajdng, as he came out of his reverie. 
diap hke myself, who doesn't have much to occup\ 
his mmd, gets on an abstract problem of Uiat hind 
and never leaves it. So she’d be an accessory after 
the fact, would she ? Tliat would mean penal scrv'i- 
tude ” 

He seemed to derive a great deal of satisfaclio i 
from this thought, and w-as almost amiable by 1 j' * 
time Michael parted from hun, after an e\aminat’ 0 'i 
of the broken handcuffs They were British and of an 
old pattern 

"Is Bhag hurt verj' much ’’’ asked Michael as he 
put them down 

"Not verj' much ; he's got a cut or two," said the 
other calmly. He made no attempt to disgiusc the 
happenings of that night "He came to my assistance . 
poor brute! This fellow- nearly got him In hct. 
poor old Bhag was Imocked out, but went after them 
like a bnck." 

*‘^^^lat hat w-as that man wearing — tac bro. v 
man ?'* 

"Keji? I don't know. I suppo 
but I didn’t notice it Wliy 

"I w-as merely asldng," said I 
"Perhaps he lost it m tlie ca\es’' 

He w-atclied the other narrowly ai 

"Caves ^ I’ve never heard rb 
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ifichael questioned him about the caves, and. to 
lus surprise, the old man immediately returned wtn 
an affirmative 

“Yes, I’ve heard of them frequently. \Mien I ^vas 
a boy my father told me that the country round v.-as 
honeycombed with caves, and that, if an\’bod3' was 
lucky enough to find them, the}’ would discover greit 
stores of brandy. Nobody has found them, as far as 
I know. There used to be an entrance o\er there"— 
he pointed m the direction of Gnfi Tower — ^"but many 
years ago " 

He retold the familiar story of the landslide and of 
the passing out of two companies of gallant knights 
and squires, which probably the old man had got from 
the same source of mformation as lilichael had drawn 
upon. 

"The popular legend vms that a subterranean n\cr 
ran into the sea near Selsey Bill — of coarse, some dis* 
tance beneath the surface of the w'ater. But, as \-ou 
know, country people hve on such legends. In all 
probability it is nothing but a legend ’’ 

Inspector Lyle was waitmg for the dctccti%T when 
he arrived, with news of a startling character 

"The advertisement appeared m tins momingV 
Datly Star," he said. 

Michael took the slip of paper. It was idcriica'h 
worded with its predecessor. 

Is joar trouble of mnitl o" body ’ I'-* '"" i 

hesitate on the bnnk of the abyss ’ Do---- ' i' > ’ ' ' 

Wnte to Benefactor, Box 

"There will be no reply till tomorrow ’nom '*•: 
Letters are to be re-addressed to a shop m tlic Lnn’l 
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Road, and the chief ■wants you to be ready to pick up 
the t^.*' 

The trafl indeed proved to be -well laid. At four 
o'clock on the foUo'wing afternoon a lame old woman 
limped into the newsagent’s shop on the Lambeth 
Road and inquired for a letter ad^essed to Mr. Vole. 
There were three waiting for her. She paid the fee, 
put the letters into a rusty old handbag, and Umped 
out of the shop, mumbling and talking to herself 
Passing down the Lambeth Road, she boarded a tram- 
car m route for Clapham, and near the Common she 
alighted and, passing out of the region of middle-class 
houses, came to a jumble of tenements and ancient 
tumble-down dwellings 

Every comer she turned brought her to a street 
meaner than the last, and finally to a low, arched alley- 
way, the paving of which had not been renewed for 
years. It was a little cul-de-sac, its houses, binlt in 
the same pattern, joined wall to wall, and before the 
last of these she stopped, took out a key from her pocket, 
and opened the door She was turning to close it 
when she was aware that a man stood in the entrance, 
a taU, good-looking gentleman, who must have been 
on her heels all the tune. 

“Good afternoon. Mother,” he said. 

The old woman peered at him suspiciously, grumbling 
under her breath. Only hospital doctors and v;ork- 
house folk, people connected with chanty, called 
women "mother” ; and sometimes the police got the 
habit. Her grimy old face tvrinkled hideously at this 
last impleasant thought. 

"I want to have a little talk -with j^ou.” 

"Come in,” she said shrilly. 
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The boarding of the passage-way was broken in 
half a dozen places and «as indescnbab-’y d.rty, but 
it represented tlie spirit of pure hygiene co nparcd v.-ith 
the stuffy horror which was her sitting-room aru 
kitchen. 

"WTiat are you, horspital or p’lice 

“Police," said Michad "I want three letter? 
you’ve collected" 

To his surprise tlie woman showed relief. 

“Oh, is tliat all ?" she said. "Well, that’s a job 1 
do for a gentleman. I've done it for years I%cnc\i; 
had any complaint before.” 

"\\’hat is his name ’’’ 

“Don’t know lus name Just whatever name 
happens to be on the letters I send ’em on to him ’ 

From under a heap of rubbish she prodveed three 
envelopes, addressed in typewritten characters. TIk' 
typewriting Michael recognired They were address ca 
to a street m Guildford. 

Michael took the letters from her handb''g Two 
of them he read , the third was .t dummy wnidi he Irm- 
sclf had WTitten The most direct cross-cvami irlio.i 
however, retealed nothing Tlie woman aid the wor 
rccchnng a pound for her trouble in a later iroi" tl 
unknown, who told her where the letters v-cre to b 
collected 

"She was a little mad and mdcscribalilj 
said Tvlichael in dhgust when he reported, “.tr'i ili' 
Guildford mquincs don’t lielp us fon'~ird 1 . - t ' 
.another agent tlicre, who sends the letter? b‘c’ *.'> 
London, whicli they rc\cr reach Th'’t is the suy t- :y 
of the proceeding Thc'c simrh im't ‘‘.•di an rdd'c 
at London, and I can only siigco.-t tint th\. .r" v'tcr- 
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cq)ted en rotUe. The Guildford police have that matter 
in hand." 

Staines ^vas very worried. 

"Michael, I oughtn't to have put you on this job,” 
he said- "My first thoughts were best. Scotland Yard 
is kicking, and say that the meddling of outsiders 
is responsible for the Head-Hunter not being brought 
to justice. You know something of inter-departmental 
jealousy, and you don't need me to tell you that I’m 
getting more kicks than I’m entitled to.” 

Michael looked down at his chief reflectively. 

"I can get the Head-Hunter, but more than ever 
I'm convinced that we cannot convict him until we 
know a httle more about — ^the caves 1” 

Staines frowmed. 

'T don’t quite get you, Mike. Which caves are 
these ?" 

"There are some caves in the neighbourhood of 
Chichester. Foss knew about them and suspected 
their association with the Head-Hunter. Give me 
four days, Major, and I'll have them both. And if I 
fail” — ^he paused — ^"if I fail, the next time you say 
good morning to me I shall be looking up to you from 
the intenor of one of the Head-Hunter's boxes •" 


CHAPTER XXXI 

JOHN PERCIVAL LIGGITT 

It was the second day of Michael’s visit to town, 
and, for a reason wrhich she could not analyse, Adele 
felt “out” with the world. And yet the work was 
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going splendidly, and Jack Knebworth. tisualh’ spanng 
of his praise, had almost rhapsodized over a little scene 
which she had acted wdth Connolly. So generous was 
he in his praise, and so comprehcnsi'. e, that even 
Reggie came in for his share and ViTis %\ilhnc ard ready 
to revise his earher estimate of the leading lady's 
ability. 

"rii be perfectly frank and honest, Mr. Kncb- 
worth,” he said, in this moment of candour, "Learning- 
ton is good. Of course. I'm always on the spot to give 
her tips, and there's nothing quite so educative — ^if 
I may use the term " 

"You may,” said Jack Knebnorth. 

"Thanks,” said Connolly. " as ha\anc a finished 

artiste playing opposite to you. It doesn't do me much 
good, but It helps her a lot ; it inspires courage and .'»1I 
that sort of thing. And though I’ve had a p'^rfcctlv 
awful, dreadful time, I feel that she pi>'5 for tlic 
coacliing.” 

"Oh, do j'ou growled the old man "And I’d 
like to say the same about you, Reggie 1 But unfor- 
tunately, all tlie coaching you’ve had or ever wall get 
IS not going to improve j on ” 

Reggie's superior smile would ha\c irritated one !■ 
equable than the director. 

"You’re perfectly nght, Mr. KnebwoTth," he <’.'i 
earnestly. "I can’t improve! Tie touched t'l' 
zenith of my power, and 1 doubt whcih'’' lou’ll c'. c' 
’ook upon the like of me again. I’m ccriamU the h' t 
juvenile lead in this, and possibly in any. co iniiy I \ t 
had three offers to go to Hollj'wcod. ar i vu iM n- 'r 
bclic\’e who is the ladv wlio a^ked rr'' to p'-iv ."’.vr.'-i 
h.r " 
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"1 don't believe any of it," said Jack even-temper- 
edly/'but you're right to an extent about Miss Learning- 
ton. She’s fine. And I agree that it doesn’t do you 
much good playing against her, becaubc she makes 
you look hke a large glass of heavily diluted beer.’’ 

Later in the day Adele herself asked her grey-haired 
chief whetlier it was true that Reggie would soon be 
leaving England for another and a more ambitious 
sphere 

"I shouldn’t think so,’’ said Jack. "There never 
was an actor that hadn't a better contract up his sleeve 
and was ready to take it. But when it somes to a show- 
down, you find that the contracts they’re willing to tear 
up in order to take something better are locked away 
m a lawyer’s office and can’t be got out. In the 
picture business all over the world there are actors and 
actresses who are leaving by the first boat to show 
Hollywood how it’s done. I guess these liners would 
sail empty if they waited for 'em 1 That’s all bluff — 
part of the artificial life of make-beheve m which 
actors and actresses have their being." 

"Has Mr. Bnxan come back ?’’ 

He shook his head, 

"No, I've not heard from him. There was a tough- 
looking fellow called at the studio half an hour ago to 
ask whether he’d returned." 

"Rather an unpleasant-looking tramp ?’’ she asked 
"I spoke to him. He said he had a letter for Mr. 
Bnxan which he would not deliver to anybody else." 

She looked through the window which commanded 
a view' of the entrance drive to the studio. Standmg 
outside on the edge of the pavement was the wreck of 
a man. Long, lank black hair, streaked with grey, 
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fell from beneath the soiled and dilapidated golf cap : 
he was apparently shirtless, for the collar of hi^^ indes- 
cribable jacket was buttoned up to his throat , and 
his bare toes showed through one gaping boot. 

He might have been a man of si\ty, but it was 
diflacult to arrive at his age. It looked as tlioueh 
the grey, stubbled beard had not met a raror since he 
was in prison last. His ej’cs were red and mflamea, 
his nose that enmson which is almost blue His h.md- 
were thrust into the pockets of lus trousers, and «ccnicd 
to be their only visible means of support, until to.i saw 
tlie string that was tied round his lean waist , and ?s 
he stood, he shuffled his feet rhythmically, whisthna a 
doleful tune. From time to time he took one of his 
hands from his pockets and examined the sonnewhat 
soiled envelope it held, and then, as if satisfied with 
the scnitmj’, put it back again and continued Ins jiccir.!: 
vigil. 

"Do you think you ought to see that letter ast cJ 
the girl, troubled. "It may be very’ important " 

"I thought that too,” said Jack Kncbwortn, "hut 
when I asked lum to let me see the note, he jii"*. 
gnnned " 

"Do you know who it’s from 
"Ko more than a crow, my dear," said KnrIu\C't.. 
patiently. "And now let's get off tiie an-.ib=("->' r ' 
subject of Michael Brix.'m, and get bid. to ihi' f 
Roselle That shot I took of the tow'r c?n‘t 1 ■ 
bettered, so I'm going to cut out the n'gk' i > 
and from now on wc’ll work on the lot ” 
llie production was a heaxw ore. unu- iky " 
one of Knebworth’s , the selting' rwre e'„h lU , ti.' 
crowd bigger than e\cr he had hnr.dlM c. ' ' 
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to England. It was not an easy day for the girl, ana 
she was utterly fagged when she started homeward 
that night, 

"Ain’t seen Jlr. Brisan, miss ?” said a high-pitched 
voice as she reached the sidewalk. 

She turned with a start. She had forgotten the 
existence of the tramp 

"No, he hasn’t been,” she said. "You had better 
see Mr. Knebworth again. Mr. Brixan hves \\ith 
him.” 

"Don't I know it ? Ain’t I got all the information 
possible about him ? I should say I had !” 

"He is in London — suppose you know that ?" 

"He ain’t in London,” said the other disappomtedly. 
“If he was m London, I shouldn’t be hanging around 
here, should I ? No, he left London yesterday. I'm 
going to wait till I see him.” 

She was amused by his pertinacity, though it was 
difficult for her to be amused at anything m the state 
of utter weariness mto which she had fallen. 

Crossing the market square, she had to jump quickly 
to avoid being knocked down by a car which she knew 
was Stella Mendoza’s. Stella could be at times a httle 
reckless, and the motto upon the golden mascot on her 
radiator — ^"Jump or Die” — ^held a touch of sincerity. 

She was in a desperate hurry now, and cursed fluently 
as she swung her car to avoid the girl, whom she 
recognized. Sir Gregory had come to his senses, and 
she wanted to get at him before he lost them again. 
She pulled up the car with a jerk at the gates of Grifi 
Towers, flung open the door, and jumped out 

“If I don’t return in two hours, you can go into 
Chichester and fetch the police,” she said. 
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CHAPTER XXXII 

GREGORY'S WAY 

Stella had left a note to the same effect on licr Inb’c 
If she did not return by a certain hour, the police v-cm 
to read the letter thej' \%ould find on her mantclp.cce. 
She had not allowed for the fact that neither note nor 
letter would be seen until the next morning 
To Stella Alendoza, the interview was one of the 
most important and vital m her life She had pur- 
posely delayed her departure in the hope that Grceor}' 
Penne would take a more generous vicu of his obliga- 
tions, though she had vexy httle hope that he uou'd 
change his mmd on the all-important matter of monev. 
And now, by some miracle, he had relented , had spoken 
to her m an almost friendly tone on the ’phone • had 
laughed at her reservations and the precautions \wiicJi 
she had promised she would take; and in the end slir 
had overcome her natural fears. 

He received her, not in his hbrar\% but in the b.-: 
apartment immediately above It wvs longer, fo- 
it embraced the space occupied on tlic lower fioD* 
by the small drawnng-room , but in the matter o* 
furnishing it dtilcrcd materially. Stella ind only onr^ 
been in "The Splendid Hall”, as he called it 
vastness and darkness had frightened her and the 
display which he had organized for her benclit w.-u c^f 
of her unpleasant memories 
The big room was covered with a thicl b’'c' ; 

and tlie floor-space was unrelieved by an* c' 
furniture. Divans were set alxnit. the wwi!-; 
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With Eastern hangings ; there was a row of scarlet 
pillars up both sides of the room, and such hght as 
there was came from three heavily shaded black lan- 
terns, which cast pools of yellow light upon the carpet 
but did not contnbute to the gaiety of the room 

Penne was sitting cross-legged on a silken divan, 
his eyes watching the gyrations of a native girl as she 
twirled and twisted to the queer sound of native guitars 
played by three solemn-faced men in the darkened 
comer of the room Gregory wore a suit of flaming 
red-coloured pyjamas, and Ms glassy stare and brute 
mouth told Stella all that she wanted to know about 
her evil friend. 

Sir Gregory Penne was no less and no more than a 
slave to his appetites Bom a rich man, he had never 
known denial of his desires Money had grovm to 
money in a sort of cellular progression, and when the 
normal pleasures of life grew stale, and he was satiated 
bj' the sweets of Ms possessions, he found Ms chiefest 
satisfaction in taking that wMch was forbidden 
The raids w’hich his agents had made from tunc to 
time in the jungles of his second home gave him 
tropMes, human and material, that lost their value 
when they were under Ms hand 

Stella, who had visions of becoming mistress of Griff 
Towers, became less attractive as she grew' more 
complaisant. And at last her attraction had vanished, 
and she w'as no more to Mm than the table at which he 
sat. 

A doctor had told him that drink w'ould Idll him — 
he drank the more. Liquor brought him splendid 
visions, precious stories that wove themselves mto 
dazzling fabrics of dreams. It pleased him to place. 
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in the forefront of his fuddled mind, a sh'p of a girl 
who hated hun. A gross bull}*, an equally gross co v\ ard, 
he could not, or would not, argue a theme to its logical 
and unpleasant conclusion. At the end there utis 
always his money that could be paid m smaller c 
larger quantities to settle all gnevances against him. 

The native who had conducted Stella Mendoza 
to the apartment had disappeared, and she waited ?t 
the end of the divan, looking at the man for a long time 
before he took any notice of her. Presently he turned 
his head and favoured her with a stupid, vacant stare 

"Sit down, Stella,” he said thickly — ^"sit down 
You couldn’t dance hke that, eh ? None of j*ou 
Europeans have got the grace, the suppleness Look 
at her •” 

Hie dancing'girl was twirling at a furious rate, 
her scanty drapenes enveloping her hke a cloud 
Presently, with a crash of the guitars, she sank, face 
downward, on the carpet Gregory said something in 
Malayan, and the woman showed her white teeth in a 
smile Stella had seen her before : there ii'ed to b*' 
two dancing-girls, but one had contracted scarlet fcM'r 
and liad been humedly deported Gregors had i 
horror of disease. 

"Sit down here,” he commanded, la\mg his liann 
on the divan 

As if by magic, every servant in the room Ind 
pcared, and she suddenly felt cold 

"I’ve left my chaufieur outside, with ui'^tnictim*: 
to go for the police if I’m not out in half vn lio-r.” 
she said loudly, and he laughed 

"You ought to have brought >our n ir^c, Stt I". 
\Miat’s the matter with you nowad"') '• ? Can * % c 1 



T H I AVENGER 


^9i 

talk an3rtliing but police ? I want to talk to 3'ou/' 
lie said in a milder tone. 

"And I want to talk to you, Gregory, I am leaving 
Chichester for good, and I don't want to see the place 
again." 

“That means you don’t want to see me again, eh ? 
Well, I’m pretty well through with you, and there's 
going to be no weeping and wailing and gnashing of 
teeth on my part ” 

"My neiv company " she began, and he stopped 

her with a gesture. 

"If your new compan5' depends upon my putting 
up the money, you can forget it,” he said roughly. 
"I've seen my lawyer — at least. I've seen somebody 
who knows — and he tells me that if you're trying to 
blackmail me about Tjarji, you’re liable to get into 
trouble yourself I'll put up money for you," he went 
on "Not a lot but enough I don’t suppose you're a 
beggar, for I’ve given you sufficient already to start 
three companies. Stella, I’m crazy about that 
girl” 

She looked at him, her mouth open in surprise. 

"What girl ?” she asked. 

"Adele. Isn’t that her name? — ^Adele Learning- 
ton.” 

"Do you mean the extra girl that took my place 
she gasped. 

He nodded, his sleepy eyes fixed on hers. 

"That's it. She's my type, more than you ever 
were, Stella. And that isn’t meant in any way dis- 
paraging to 3'ou.” 

She was content to listen : his declaration had taken 
her breath away. 
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“I’ll go a long way to get her,” he %vent on. "I'd 
marry her, if tliat meant an 5 ^hmg to her — it’s about 
time I mamed, an)r\s-ay. Kow you’re a fnend of 
hers " 

"A fnend 1“ scoffed Stella, finding her voice “How 
could I be a fnend of hers when she has taken my 
placed And what if I were? You don’t suppose I 
should bnng a girl to this hell upon earth 5“ 

He brought liis eyes round to hers — cold, malignant, 
menacing 

"'This hell upon earth has been heaven for you. 
It has given you wings, anywvay * Don’t go back to 
London, Stella, not for a week or two Gel to know 
this girl You’ve got opportunities that nobody else 
has. Kid her along — you’re not going to lo^c anv't Inner 
by it. Speak about me; tell her what a good fellow 
I am ; and tell her w hat a chance she has You needn’t 
mention mamage, but you can if it hclp« any Show 
her some of your jew’cls — tliat big pendent I gave 
you " 

He rambled on, and she listened, her bcvn'dcrmcnt 
giving place to an uncontrollable fury'. 

“You brute >” she said at last. "To dare sueccsl 
that I should bnng this girl to Gnff 1 I don’t like her 
— naturally But I'd go down on my knees to her to 
beg her not to come You think I’m jcilous Her 
lips curled at the sight of the smile on In': face "Tlint'': 
where you’re wrong, Gregory I’m ]CTiou=: of the p'*'’- 
tion she’s taken at the studio, but, so f.ir ac voi'rc 
concerned" — she shrugged her shoulder: — rrr.-'n 
nothing to me I doubt very much if you ve ever 
meant more than a steady' source of inco nc Tipr*: 
candid, isn’t it ?” 
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as she walked. She had bearded the beast in his den 
once too often. 

Half-way along the corridor he unlocked a door of .a 
room and pushed it open 

"Go in there and stay there,” he said. "FIl talk to 
you tomorrow, when I'm sober. I'm drunk no-r 
Maybe I’ll send you someone to keep } ou company — 
I don’t know yet.” He ruffled lus scanty hair in drun- 
ken perplexity. "But I’ve got to be sober befo.m I 
deal with you.” 

The door slammed on her and a key turned 
was in complete darkness, m a room she did not knon 
For one wild, terrified moment she wondered if slic 
v/as alone. 

It tvas a long time before her palm torched the little 
button projecting from the wall She pressed it. ■\ 
lamp enclosed in a ciy’stal globe set m the ceiling 
flashed into sparkling hght. She was in what had 
evidently been a small bedroom The bedstead had 
been removed, but a mattress and a pillow were fo’d^d 
up in one comer. There was a window , hcanJy birred, 
but no other exit. She examined the door : tlic handle 
turned m her grasp ; tlicrc was not even a 1 ej hole 
m which she could try her own key. 

Going to the window, she pulled up the sash, for the 
room was stuffy and airless She found her«clf lookn : 
out from the back of the house, across the hwn to a 
belt of trees which she could just discern The ro*-.! 
ran parallel with the front of the house, and the ‘-hnilest 
scream would not be heard by anybody on the road 

Sitting down in one of the diairs, «he derv" 
her position Haiing oiercomc her feir. s’le h'd 
that in her possession which would oa’crcomc Grc^^- 
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if It came to a fight. Pulling up her skirt, she un- 
buckled the soft leather belt about her waist, and from 
the Russian-leather holster it supported she took a 
diminutive Browning — a toy of a weapon but v holly 
businesslike m action. Sbding back the jacket, she 
threw a cartridge into the chamber and pulled up the 
safety-catch ; then she examined the magazine and 
pressed it back again. 

“Now, Gregory,” she said aloud, and at that moment 
her face went round to the window, and she started 
up with a scream. 

Two grimy hands gripped the bars ; glaring in at her 
WBS the horrible face of a tramp. Her trembling hand 
shot out for the pistol, but before it could close on the 
butt, the face had disappeared ; and though she went 
round to the tvindow and looked out, the bars prevented 
her from getting a clear view of the parapet along which 
the uncouth figure was creepmg. 


CHAPTER XXXIII 

THE TRAP THAT FAILED 

Ten o’clock was striking from Chichester Cathedral 
when the tramp, who half an hour ago had been peering 
and prying into the secrets of Gnff Towers, made his 
appearance in the market-place. His clothes were even 
more dusty and soiled, and a policeman who saw him 
stood squarely in his path. 

“On the road ?” he asked. 
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“Yes,” whined the man. 

“You can get out ol Chichester as quick as \ ou like,” 
said the officer. "Are you looking for a bed ?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“WTiy don’t you try the casual vard at the \\ork- 
house ?” 

“They’re full up, sir.” 

“That’s a lie,” said the officer. "lCo\\ understand, 
if I see you again I’ll arrest you 1” 

Muttering something to himself, the squalid figure 
moved on toward the Arundel Road, Ins slioiiidcrs 
hunched, his hands hidden in the deptlis of his pockets 

Out of sight of the poheeman, he turned abrupt!) 
to the right and accelerated Ins pace. He vas making 
for Jack Kncbv%orth’s house Tlie director heard t’.ie 
knock, opened the door, and stood aghast at the un- 
expected character of the caller. 

"WTiat do >ou want, bo’ ?” he asked. 

“Mr Bruxan come back ?” 

“No, he hasn’t come back. You’d brftcr give nc 
that letter. I’ll get in touch with him b\ ’p'lone.” 

The tramp grinned and shook hi« lier.d. 

“No, you don’t. I want to see Brixan ” 

“Well, you won’t see him here tonight," «aid Jack 
And then, suspiciously ‘ “M\ idea is ti at i do I’t 
want to see him at all, and that 50 a re h .ngi.ic a.ou.i.j 
for some other purpose,” 

riic tramp did not reply. He wts whistl u" snfdv 
a distorted passage from the “Indian l.o\c I/.ro- , 
and all the time his right foot was beatme tl/* tWi. 

"He’s in a bad way, is old Bnxan,” he s.-»id .it. 1 !' '•'t 
w.is a certain amount of pleasure m kis t: it 

aimo\ed Kncbwortli 
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Arundel Road, and, throwing away his cigcretto, 
moved into the shadow of the fence and waited. 

Five minutes, ten minutes passed, and lus keen > 
caught sight of a man walking rapidl} the waj he Ik'U 
come, and he grinned m the darkness It was Kiicb- 
w'orth. Jack had been perturbed b\’ the nsitor, -i-. i 
w'as on his way to the pohce-station to mal c inquiries 
about MicbaeL This the tramp gi.essed, thouch he 
had httle time to consider the director's moiemcnts, 
lor a car came noiselessly around the comer and stopped 
immediately opposite him 

“Is that you, my fnend ?” 

“Yes,** said the tramp in a sulkj* voice. 

“Come inside." 

The tramp lurched forward, peenng into the d-’-’r 
intenor of the car. Then, wnth a turn of ms wTi.'t. 
he jerked open the door, put one foot on the nmmnj:- 
board, and suddenly flung himself upon the dr.i cr. 

“il/r Head-Hunter, / uaut you I” he hiSscd 

The words were hardly out of his mouth befori 
something soft and wet struck him m the face- 
something that blinded and choked him, so tint iic let 
go his gnp and fought and clawed hke a dnng rr~..i rt 
the air. A push of the dntcr's foot, and he wa- 
ilung, breatlilcss, to the sidewalk, ar4d tJje or 
sped on. 

Jack Knebworth had witnessed the scene ?.« far ' - 
it could be witnessed in tlie half-darkni^', and ca’i 
running across A policeman appeared from o'-* 
and together they hfted the tramp into a s.ttm.. p " 
tion. 

“I’ve seen this fellow before ton ght," sc' J u. 
poheeman “I warned him." 
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And then the prostrate man drew a long, sighing 
breath, and his hands went up to his eyes 
"This IS where I hand in my resignation,” he said, 
and Knebworth’s jaw droppecL 
It was the voice of Michael Brixan I 


CHAPTER XXXIV 

THE SEARCH 

"Yes, it's me,” said Michael bitterly. "All right, 
officer, you needn't wait Jack, I'll come up to the 
house and get this make-up off.” 

"For the Lord's sake I” breathed Knebworth, 
staring at the detective. "I've never seen a man 
made up so weU that he deceived me.” 

‘T’ve deceived everybody, mcluding myself,” said 
Michael savagely. “I thought I’d caught him with a 
dummy letter, instead of which the' devil caught me.” 

"What was It ?” 

"Ammonia, I think — ^a concentrated solution there- 
of,” said Michael. 

It was twenty minutes before he emerged from the 
bathroom, his eyes inflamed but otherwise his old 
self. 

“I wanted to trap liim in my own way, but he was 
too smart for me " 

"Do you know who he is ?” 

Michael nodded 

"Oh yes, 1 know,” he said. "I've got a special 
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force of men here, w-aiting to effect the arrest, but I 
didn't want a fuss, and I certainly did not want blood- 
shed. And bloodshed there will be, unless I am 
mistaken." 

"I didn’t seem to recognize the car, and I know 
most of the machmes m this city,” said Jack. 

"It is a new one, used only for these midnight 
adventures of the Head-Hunter. He probably garages 
It away from his house. You asked me if I’d have 
something to eat just now, and I bed and told joa I 
was living on the fat of the land. Give me some food, 
for the love of heaven 1" 

Jack went into the larder and brought out some co’d 
meat, brewed a pot of coffee, and sat in silence, watdi- 
ing the famished detective dispose of the nand* 

"I feel a man now,” said Michael as he fmi'hcd, 
“for I’d had nothing to cat e.\ccpt a bL«cint since 
eleven this morning By the way. our fnend Stclh 
Mendoza is stajang at Griff Towers, and I’m afr’id 
I rather scared her. I happened to be no^^ins: round 
tliere an hour ago, to make absolutely sure of m\ bird 
and I looked in upon her — to her alarm !” 

There came a sharp rap at the door, and J?ck 
Knebworth looked up 

"Who’s that at this time of night he asl.cd, 

"Probablj Uie policeman,” said Michrrl 

Knebworth opened the door and fo n I a -’jo-t 
stout, middle-aged woman standing on tl’v. da 
step wath a roll of paper in her hand. 

"Is this Mr Kneb>\orth’s slic asked. 

"yes,” said Jack. 

"I’ve brought the play that rfi'' I.rn’r'ogto'i h*’ 
bdiind. She asked me to bnng it to \ o ’ * 
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Knebvrorth took the roD of paper and slipped 
off the elastic band which encircled it. It was the 
manuscript of “Roselle”. 

"WTiy have you brought this he asked. 

"She told me to bring it up if I found it.” 

"Very good,” said Jack, mystified. "Thank you 
very much.” 

He closed the door on the woman and went back to 
the dining-room.- 

"Adele has sent up her script. VVhat’s wrong, 
I wonder ?” 

“VTio brought it asked Michael, interested. 

"Her landlady, I suppose,” said Jack, desenbing the 
woman. 

"Yes, that's she. Adele is not turning in her part ?” 

Jack shook his head. 

"That wouldn't be likely.” 

Michael was puzzled. 

"MTiat the dickens does it mean ’ What did the 
woman say ?" 

"She said that Miss Leamington wanted her to bnng 
up the manuscript if she found it,” 

Michael w/as out of the house in a second, and, 
racing down the street, overtook the woman. 

"Will you come back, please ?” he said, and escorted 
her to the house again. "Just tell Mr, Knebworth 
why SIiss Leamington sent this manuscript, and what 
you mean by having 'forgotten' it." 

“WTiy, when she came up to you ’’ began the 

woman. 

"Came up to me ?” cried Knebworth quickly. 

"A gentleman from the studio called for her, and said 
you wanted to see her,” said the landlady. "Miss 
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Leamington -was just going to bed, but T foob up the 
message He said you wanted to see her about the play 

and asked her to bnng the manuscript. She had mis- 
laid it somewhere and was in a great stale about it. so 
I told her to go on, as you were m a hurry, and I’d 
bring it up At least, she asked me to do that.” 
“Wliat sort of a gentleman was it who called 
"A rather stout gentleman He wasn't exactly a 
gentleman, he was a chauffeur. As a matter of fact, 
I thought he’d been dnnking, though I didn't want to 
alarm Miss Leamington by telling her so " 

“And then what happened asked Michael qiiicklj* 
"She came down and got into the car. The diauflcur 
was already in.” 

"A closed car, T suppose ?" 

Tlie w’oman nodded. 

"And then they drove off ? Wiat time was this 
"Just after half past ten. I rememlier, bccaii'e 
I heard the cliurch clock strike just before tlic c-’r 
drove up ” 

Slichael was cool now. His voice scarcely rose above 
a whisper. 

"Twenty-five past eleven,” he said, looking at In': 
Nvatch "You’ve been a long lime conum: ” 

"I couldn't find the paper, sir. It was under Mi-s 
Leamington’s pillow. Isn’t she here 
"No, she’s not here,” said Michael quKtlv. " rinnl' 
you verj' much , I won't keep you. Will you vv.iit i-' 
me at the pohcc-slation 
He uert upstairs and put on hi= coat 
"Wliere do you think she i*: a4cd Trek. 

"She is at Gnff Towers,” replied the otk''*. 
whether Gregory Penne lives or dies tin*- n..,M u-'pc" * 
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entirely upon the treatment that Adde has recdved 
at his hands ” 

At the police-station he found the landlady, a little 
firightened, more than a httle tearful. 

“What \vas iliss Leammgton weanng when she went 
out 

“Her blue cloak, sir," whimpered the woman — ^“that 
pretty blue doak she always wore " 

Scotland Yard men were at the station, and it was 
a heavily loaded car that ran out to Chichester — ^too 
heavy for Michael in a fever of impatience, for the weight 
of its human cargo checked its speed, and every second 
v.'as precious At last, after an eternity of time, the 
big car swung mto the dnve. Michael did not stop 
to waken the lodge-keeper, but smashed the frail 
gates open wnth the buffers of his machine, mounted the 
slope, crossed the gravel parade, and halted. 

There was no need to ring the bell . the door was 
wide open, and, at the head of his party, Mike Brixan 
dashed through the deserted hall, along the comdor 
mto Gregory’s library. One hght burnt , offenng a feeble 
illumination, but the room was empty. With rapid 
strides he crossed to the desk and turned the s\vitch. 
Bhag’s den opened , but Bhag too was an absentee. 

He pressed the bell by the side of the fireplace, 
and almost immediately the brown-faced servitor 
whom he had seen before came, trembhng, mto the 
room. 

“WTiere is your master asked Michael m Dutch. 

The man shook his head. 

"I don't know," he rephed, but instinctively he 
looked up to the ceding. 

“Show me the way." 
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They went back to the hall, up the broad stairvaj 
on to the first floor Along a corridor, hung '.ntii 
s%vords, as \vas its fellow below, he reached another 
open door — ^the great dance hall where Gregory* Penne 
had held revel that evening. There was noliody in 
sight, and Jlichael came out into the hall As he did 
50, he vras aware of a frantic tapping at one of tliO 
doors in the corridor. The key was in the lock * he 
turned it and flung the door mde open ; and Stella 
Mendoza, white as death, staggered out. 

‘'\\'here is Adele she gasped. 

*T want to ask you that,” said Michael stcmlv 
''MHiere is she ?” 

The girl shook her head helplessly, strove to speak, 
and then collapsed m a swoon. 

He did not wait for her to recover, but continued his 
search From room to room he went, but there w.->_s 
no sign of .^dele or the brutal owner of Gnfi To.'or« 
He searched the library again, and passed ihroaqh into 
the little drawing-room, where a tabic was laid for 
two The clotli was wet with spilt inne : one gl s- 
was half empty — but the two for whom the tab’c v-*-; 
laid had vanished. Tliey roust ha\c gone oat of tl >• 
front door — ^whither ? 

He was standing tense, his mind cnncentr-tc I np'iu 
a problem that was more vital to him than h'c ’t.- A, 
when he heard a sound that came from the dl'cct. i 
of Bhag's den And then there apnoared in the <!.' r- 
way the monstrous ap" Imiself lie wa> bh h ’ : f'r • 
a wound in the shoulder; the b’ood fdl drir-dnp-’'. p 
as he stood clutching in his two grcit I- '*'■'*1 
that seemed like a bundle of rac'^ "ks ZUch" d 'r '' • h 
the room rocked before h.= rya« 
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The tattered, stained garment that Bhag held was 
the cloak that Adele Leamington had worn ! 

For a second Bhag glared at the man who he knew 
was his enemy, and then, dropping the cloak, he 
shrank back toward his quarters, his teeth bared. 

Three times Michael's automatic spat, and the great, 
man-like thing disappeared m a flash — and the door 
closed with a cuck. 

Knebworth had been a witness of the scene. It was 
he who ran forward and picked up the cloak that the 
ape had dropped 

"Yes, that was hers,” he said huskily, and a horrible 
thought chilled him. 

Michael had opened the door of the den, and, pistol 
m hand, dashed through the opening Knebworth 
dared not follow. He stood petrified, waitmg, and then 
ilichael reappeared. 

"There’s nothing here,” he said. 

"Nothing asked Jack Knebworth in a whisper 
"Thank God i” 

"Bhag has gone — think I may have hit him; 
there is a trail of blood, but I may not be responsible 
for that. He had been shot recently " lie pointed to 
stains on the floor. "He wasn’t shot when 1 saw him 
last.” 

"Have you seen him before tonight ?” 

Michael nodded. 

"For three mghts he has been haunting Longvale’s 
house." 

"Longvale’s !” 

Where was Adele ^ That was the one dominant 
question, the one thought uppermost in Michael 
Brixan’s min d. And where was the baronet ? WTiat 



THE SEARCH COO 

was the meaning of that open door ? None of the ’ser- 
vants could tell him, and for some reason he saxv that 
they w’ere speaking the truth Only Penne and tLc 

girl — and this great ape — knew, unless 

He burned back to ^^here he had left a detectn'e 
trymg to revive the unconsaous Stella Merdoza 
“She has passed from one famting-fit to another," 
said the officer. "I can get nothing out of her except 
that once she said, 'Kill him, Adcle •' " 

“Then she has seen her 1" said Michael 
One of the officers he had left outside to natch the 
building had a report to make. He had «een a darl 
figure climb the wall and disappear apparently thro 'ch 
tlie solid bnekwork. A few minutes later it bad con-t 
out agam 

“That was Bhag,” said Michael. "I knew he w.t 5 
not here when we amved. He must have come in 
through the opening while we were upstairs " 

The car that had earned Adcle had lx:on foi nd 
It was Stella's, and at first Michael su‘-pcctcd th.at ihc 
girl was a party to the abduction. He icamt aftr--- 
wards that, whilst the woman's chaiificur Ino been n 
the kitchen, virtually a pnsoncr, Penne lnm-cll nad 
dnven the car to the girl’s house, and it the 
sight of the machine, which she knew l^-lo v^e 1 *e> 
Stella, that had lulled any suspicions she ni\\ t.aM’ 
had 

Michael was in a condition bordeniu: u; '>0 
The IIcad-Huntcr and liis capture wa*; 
compared with the safett' of the girl 
“If I don't find her 1 shall go m.'>d ' he srt i. 

Jack Knebworth had opened hi« hp' to 
when there came a startling intcmirtto'i Pen c 




what nAPPEN-TJ TO ADELE 2XT 

Her fingers trembled as she fas*ened her dres';, 
and she hated herself for such a djsp’aj of \,cahr-t:so 
Perhaps Stella was not coming into the cast :n her 
old part , perhaps some new diaracter hao been vriltcn 
in ; perhaps it was not for "Roselle" at all t^'at she 
had been re-engaged. Tliese and other spcculat’CMc 
noted in her mind ; and she was in the pas'^ge and th** 
door was opened when she remembered that Jacl 
Knebworth would want the manusenpt S'^c rin 
upstairs, and, by an aberration of memory, Jo'gn; 
entirely where tlie senpt had been left At last, ;n 
despair, she went down to the landlady. 

"I have left some manusenpts which are rathM- 
important. Would you bnng them up to Hr Kneb- 
w Orth's house when 5 'ou find them ^ Tlicy'rr m •> 

little brown jacket " She desenbed the appe iranc>' 

a*- well as she could 

It was Stella Jlendoza's car; she rccognircvl the 
machine with a pang So Jack and she w cre rcmnci'cd 1 

In a minute she was inside the m.ichin'', tn; d'V'" 
closed behind her, and was sitting by the driver, w'n 
did not speak. 

"Is Mr. Bn.\an with Mr Knebworth sh'- r“*cd. 

He did not reply. She thought he had rot 
her, until he turned watli a wade sweep .inJ t tJ<'' 
car going in the opposite direction 

“lliis IS not the way to Mr. KncbAo-Tl/',’ ^ 

in alarm "Don’t vou know the wav 

Still he made no reply The iti'>c1’u.'' 

*'}>ccd, passed down a long, dark street, and r ‘ '> 

a countin’ lane. 

"Stop the car at once’’ '•1 s'ld < ’'I 

nut her hand on the handle of ikc. d 
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Instantly her arm was gripped. 

"Jly dear, you're gomg to injure your pretty little 
body, and probably spoil your beautiful face, if you 
attempt to get out while the car is in motion,” he said 

“Sir Gregory !” she gasped. 

“Now don't make a fuss,” said Gregory. There was 
no mistaking the elation in his voice. “You're coming 
up to have a little bit of supper with me. I’ve asked 
you often enough, and now you’re going willy-nilly! 
Stella’s there, so there’s nothing to be afraid of.” 

She held down her fears with an effort. 

“Sir Gregoiy, you will take me back at once to my 
lodgings,” she said. "This is disgraceful of you 1” 

He chuckled loudly. 

"Nothing's going to happen to you ; nobody's 
going to hurt you, and you’ll be delivered safe and 
sound; but you’re going to have supper with me 
first, little darling. And if you make a fuss. I’m gomg 
to turn the car into the first tree I see and smash us all 
up!” 

He ^vas drunk — drunk not only with wine, but with 
the lust of power. Gregory had achieved his object, 
and would stop at nothing now. 

Was Stella there ? She did not believe him. And 
yet it might be true. She grasped at the straw’ which 
Stella's presence offered. 

"Here we are,” grunted Gregory, as he stopped the 
car before the Towers door and slipped out on to the 
gravel. 

Before she realized what he was doing, he had 
lifted her in his arms, though she struggled desperately. 

"If you scream I'll kiss you,” growled his voice in 
her ear, and she lay passive 
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The door opened instantly. She loot-cd dov.-n at 
the servant standing stolidly in tlie hall as Grogan 
carried her up the wade stairway, and wondered wSiat 
help might come from him. Presenth* Pcnnc set her 
dowTi on her feet and, opening a door, thrust her in. 

“Here’s your friend, Stella,’’ he said “Say the good 
word for me I Knock some sense mto her head if jor 
can I’ll come back in ten minutes, and we'll in\c the 
grandest httle wedding-supper that any bridegroom 
ever had ’’ 

The door was banged and locked upon her l>efo-«' 
she realized there was another woman in the roim 
It was Stella. Her heart rose at the sight of the prr*« 
w’hite face 

“Oh, Miss 'Mendoza,’’ she said breathlessly, "ll'ank 
God you're here I" 


CHAPTER XXXVl 
THE ESCAPE 

“Don't start thanking God too soon," s,vd Stri’* 
with ominous calm. “Oh, you hlt'c fool, win d"i \c 
come here 

“He brought me I didn't want to cc-r'’,’* 
.\dele 

She was half ht'stcrical in her fruh' tr*': 

hard to imitate the calm of her con.ii” ’in, h t ' : ! ' 
quncnng lips to keep them stii*. ar 1 itc' v 
she w’as calm enough to tell what kul h-r/* 
StcUa’s face clouded. 
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"Of course, he tool: my car,” she said, speaking to 
herself, "and he has caught the chauffeur, as he said 
he would. Oh, my God !” 

"WTiat will he do asked Adele in a whisper. 

Stella's fine ey^ turned on the girl. 

"\^Tiat do you think he will do?” she asked 
significantly. "He’s a beast — the kind of beast you 
seldom meet except in books — and locked rooms 
He'll have no more mercy on you than Bhag would 
have on you.” 

"If Michael kno^vs, he will kill him ” 

"Michael ? Oh, Brixan, you mean ?” said Stella 
with newly awakened interest. "Is he fond of you^ 
Is that why he hangs around the lot? That never 
struck me before. But what does he care about 
Llichael or any other man ? He can run — his yacht 
is at Southampton, and he depends a lot upon his 
wealth to get him out of these kind of scrapes. And he 
knows that decent women shrmk from appearance 
in a pohce-court. Oh, he’s got all sorts of defences 
He’s a worm, but a scaly worm !" 

"MTiat shaU I do ?” 

Stella w’as walking up and dowm the narrow apart- 
ment, her hands clasped before her, her eyes sunk to 
the ground- 

"I don’t think he’ll hurt me ” And then, 
inconsequently, she went off at a tangent: "I saw a 
tramp at that window’ tw'o hours ago.” 

"A tramp ?” said the bewildered girl. 

Stella nodded- 

"It scared me terribly, until I remembered his eyes 
'fhey were Bnxan’s eyes, though you’d never guess 
it, the make-up was so wonderful.” 
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"Michael ^ Is he here asked the girl cacrriy 
"He’s somewhere around That is your sihiticn. 
and there's another " 

She took dowTi from a shelf a small Bro^mtr*..' 

"Did you ever fire a pistol 
The girl nodded 

"I have to, in one scene,” she said, a hftle avkii-ard’y 
"Of course • Well, this is loaded That" — she 

pointed — ^"isthe safety-catdi Push it down walh jour 
tliumb before j’ou start to use it You had better 1 di 
Penne — better for you, and better for him, I think.” 
The prl shrank back m horror. 

"Oh, no, no!" 

"Put it in your pocket — hai’c you a pocket 
There was one inside the blue cloak tiic girl was 
wearing, and into this Stella dropped the pi«tol 
"You don’t know what sort of sacnficc I’m making." 
she said frankly , "and it isn't as though I’m doui.: it 
foi somebody I’m fond of, because I’m not particu’arl_> 
fond of 50U, Adele Leamington. But I wouhln t b: 
fit to live if I let that brute get j'ou without a stn.t:;;!? " 
And then impulsively she stooped forivard 
kissed the girl, and Adele put her arm' about her n-'d. 
and clung to her for a second. 

"He’s coming,” whispered Stella >dcndora, tJ 
stepped back wath a gesture. 

It was Gregory — Gregory in his 'carirt prrx",< 
}acket and purple dressing-gown. Ins f icc .e 1"' 
c\es fired with excitement, 

"Come on, you 1" He crooked hi' fircc' 
you, Mendoza : you stay here, ch ? Yt a c.iu • . " r 
after, perhaps — after 'upper.*’ 

He leered dowm at the shnnldnt: prl 
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'‘Nobod 5 r*s going to hurt you. Leave your doak 
here." 

"No, I’ll wear it,” she said. 

Her hand went instinctively to the butt of the 
pistol and dosed upon it. 

"All right, come as you are. It makes no difierence 
to me." 

He held her tightly by the hand and marched by 
her side, surprised and pleased that she offered so 
little resistance. Down into the hall they went, and 
then to the little drawing-room adjoining his study. 
He flung open the door and showed her the gaily 
decorated table, pushing her into the room before him. 

"Wme and a kiss 1" he roared, as he pulled the cork 
from a champagne-bottle and sent the amber fluid 
spla.‘;hing upon the spotless tablecloth. "Wine and a 
Idssl" He splashed the glass out to her so that it 
spilt and tnckled down her cloak. 

She shook her head mutely. 

"Dnnk 1" he snarled, and touched the glass 
with her lips. 

Then, before she could realize what had happened, 
she was in his arms, his great face pressed down to 
hers. She tried to escape from the encirclement of 
his embrace, successfully averted her mouth and felt 
his hot lips pressing against her cheek. 

Presently he let her go, and, staggering to the door, 
kicked it shut. His fingers were dosing on the key 
handle when ; 

"If you turn that key I'll kill you 1" 

He looked up in ludicrous surprise, and, at the 
sight of the pistol in the girl’s hand, his big hands 
waved before his face in a gesture of fear. 


\ 
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"Put it down, j’ou fool!" he squealed, "Put 11 
down I Don’t 3'ou kno%’ what j'ou’re do,ng ’ Th. 
damned thing maj' go o2 bv- acadent *” 

"It wtU not go ofe bj' accident/’ site said. "Op-'’ 
that door." 

He hesitated for a moment, and then her thumb 
tightened on the safet3'-catch, and he must have seen 
the movemenL 

"Don’t shoot, don’t shoot!" he screamed, ard 
the door wide open "Wait, j’oa fool ' Don’t go out 
Bhag is there, Bhag will get vou Sta^* mtli me, 
I’U 

But she was fl3nng doivn the corndor. She 
on a loose rug m the hall but recovered hcriclf Her 
trembling hands were working at the bott^ and cham< 
the door s^^'ung open and m another instant she va. 
m the open — free 

Sir Gregory followed her. 'The shock of her escap'. 
had sobered him, and all the tragic con<^equenca~ ^.h.dl 
might follow came crowding in upon him, until ’ 
very soul wnthed in fear. Dashing back to his 
he opened his safe, took out a bundle of no‘cs 1 ' 

he thrust into the pocket of a fur-lmcd ovcrcc''t tii ,t 
was hanging in a cupboard and pat It on He ci'”'! -d 
his slippers for thick shoes, and then L> tho 5„1/ Imi. 
of Bfiag He opened the den, but Dhag ’ "is rot i? rt 
and he raised his shaking finger* to h'< tu'- If I'* "* 
caught her! 

Some ghmmcring of a lost m'T.h'"’^ ’ <.t“T\ : 
in his mind. He nni*t first be sure 0’ Hi* .c H "i" 
out into the darkness in serreh of ^ 
bomble ser\'ant. Putunq I'oth fiT'd' to }> - * * 
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had never yet disobeyed, and then waited There was 
no answer Again he sent forth the melancholy sound, 
but, if Bhag heard him, for the first time m his life 
he did not obey. 

Gregory Penne stood in a sweat of fear, but, so 
standing, recovered some of his balance There v/as 
time to change- He went up to his ornate bedroom, 
flung off his pyjamas, and in a short space of tune was 
dowTi again in the dark grounds, seeking for the ape. 

Dressed, he felt more of a man A long glass of 
whisky restored some of his confidence. He rang for 
the servant who was in charge of his car 

“Have the machine by the postern gate,” he said. 
“Get it there at once. See that the gate is open • I 
may have to leave tonight.” 

That he w’ould be arrested he did not doubt. Not 
all his wealth, his position, the pull he had in the 
county, could save him. This latest deed oi his was 
something more than eccentricity. 

Then he remembered that Stella Mendoza was still 
in the house, and w'ent up to see her. A glance at his 
face told her that something unusual had happened. 

“^Vhere is Adele she asked mstantly. 

“I don’t know. She escaped — she had a pistol. 
Bhag v/ent after her. God knows what will happen 
if he finds her. He'll tear her limb from limb What’s 
that ?” 

It was the faint sound of a pistol-shot at a distance, 
and it came from the back of the house. 

“Poachers,” said Gregory uneasily. “Listen, I’m 
going.” 

“\^^le^e are you going?” she asked. 

“That’s no damned busmess of yours,” he snarled. 


AT THE TOWER AGAIK CtO 

"Here's some money.” He thrust some notes into her 
hand 

"WTiat have you done she whispered in horro' 
"I’ve done nothing, I tell you >” he stormed "But 
they’ll take me for it. I’m going to get to the \?cht. 
You’d better clear before they come ’’ 

She was collecting her hat and gloves when she 
heard the door close and the key turn ilcdianicallv 
he had locked her in, and mechanically took no heed 
of her beating hand upon the panel of the door 
Griff Towers stood on high ground and commanded 
a view’ of the by-road from Chichester As he stood in 
front of the house, hoping against hope that he wcuM 
see the ape, he saw instead two hghts come n>p dl\ 
along the road 

"The police I” he croaked, and went blundcnng 
across the kitchen garden to the gate. 


CHAPTER XXX\1I 

AT THT TOWER \GAn; 

.Vdele went fij’ing down the drive, intern on!;, upon 
one object — to escape from this hombic liO’i=-c 1 h'' 
gates were closed, tlie lodge wns in darkness, a” 1 ■:* '' 
strove desperately to unfasten the iron cutch. b’l* 
held 

Looking back toward the ob^onc of hch \ <> 

represented the tower door, she was d'mb. ao-'''" o' 
a figure moxang stealthily along th'' gms’^ t^^^ lv'rv>:''i 
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each side of the roadway. For a moment she thought 
it was Gregory Penne, and then the true explanation 
of that skulking shape came to her, and she nearly 
dropped. It was BhagI 

She moved as quietly as she could along the side of 
the wall, creeping from bush to bush ; but he had seen 
her, and came in pursuit, moving slowly, cautiously, 
as though he was not quite sure that she was legitimate 
prey. Perhaps there was another gate, she thought, 
and continued, glancing over her shoulder from time 
to time, and gripping the httle pistol in her hand 
with such mtensity that it was slippery with perspiration 
before she had gone a hundred yards. 

Now she left the cover of the wall and came across 
a meadow, and at first she thought that she had 
slipped her pursuer. But Bhag seldom went into the 
open, and presently she saw him again. He was 
parallel with her, walking under the wall, and sho\ving 
no sign of hurry. Perhaps, she thought, if she continued 
he would drop his pursuit and go off. It might be 
curiosity that kept him on her trail. But this hope was 
disappointed. She crossed a stile and followed a path 
until she realized it was bnnging her nearer and nearer 
to the wall where her watcher was keeping pace vrith 
her. As soon as she realized this, she turned abruptly 
from the path, and found herself walking through 
dew-laden grasses She was wet to the knees before 
she had gone far, but she did not even know this — 
Bhag had left cover and was following her into the 
open ! 

She wondered if the grounds were entirely enclosed 
by a wall, and was reheved ivhen she came to a low 
fence. Stumblmg down a bank on to a road which tvas 
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evidently the eastern boundary of the property, she 
ran at full speed, though where the road led she could 
not guess. Glancing back, she saw, to her ho'Tor. that 
Bhag was following, yet making no attempt to decrease 
the distance which separated them 

And Uien, far avray, she saw the lights of a cottage. 
They seemed close at hand, but were in reality more 
than two miles distant. With a sob of thankfulness 
she turned from the road and ran up a gentle s’ope, 
only to discover, to her disma}', when she reached the 
crest, that the lights seemed as far away as ever 
Looking back, she saw Bhag, his green eyes glcaminc 
in the darkness. 

WTiere was she ? Glancing round, she found ai’ 
answer. Ahead and to the left was the squat oalline 
of old Griff Toiver. 

And then, for some reason, Bhag dropped his role 
of interested watcher, and, wth a dog-hke growl, 
leapt at her. She flesv upward toward the tower, her 
breath coming in sobs, her heart Uiumplng so tirt 
she felt every moment she would drop from chc-cr 
exhaustion A hand clutched at her cloak and to'c i: 
from her. That gave her a moment's respite. She mu^t 
face her enemy, or she herself must perish. 

Spinning round, her shaking pistol raided, *ihe 
confronted the monster, who was growling and tcann^ 
at the clothing in his hand. Again he crond'ci to 
spring, and she pressed the trigger. The v.ne'f>^c!id 
loudness of the explosion so startled her that n 'T! , 
dropped the pistol. With a ho.i! of a.ng5i’‘-h 1 c f'''I 
gripping at liis wounded shoulder, but rc'-'' rr' - 
immcdialely And then he begrn to move , 

watclung her all the time 
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\\Tiat ditrald she do ^ In her present position he 
might creep from bush to bush and pounce upon her 
at any moment. She looked up at the tower. If she 
could reach the top ! And then she remembered the 
ladder that Jack Knebworth had left behind. But that 
would have been collected. 

She moved stealthily, keeping her eye upon the ape, 
and though he was motionless, she knew he was 
watching her. Then, groping in the grass, her fingers 
touched the light ladder, and she lifted it without 
difficulty and placed it against the wall. She had 
heard Jack say that the ape could not have climbed 
the tower from the outside without assistance, though 
it had been an easy matter, with the aid of the trees 
growmg against the wall mside, for him to get out. 

Bhag was still visible ; the dull glow of his eyes was 
dreadful to see. With a wild run she reached the top 
of the ladder and began pulling it up after her. Bhag 
crept nearer and nearer tUl he came to the foot of the 
tower, made three meffectual efforts to scale the wall 
and failed. She heard his twitter of rage, and guided 
the ladder to the inside of the tower. 

For a long time they sat looking at each other, the 
orang-outang and the girl. And then Bhag crept away 
She followed him as far as her keen eyes could 
distinguish his ungainly shape, waiting until she was 
certain he had gone, and then reached for the ladder 
The lower rung must have caught in one of the bushes 
below. She tugged, tugged again, tugged for the 
third time, and it came away so smoothly that she 
lost her balance. For a second she was holding the 
top of the wail with one hand, the ladder with the 
other; then, half shdmg, half tumblmg, she came 
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down with a run, and picked herself up brenthlcr'. 
She could have laughed at the mishap but for thi eerie 
loneliness of her new surroundings She incd to crccl 
the ladder again, but in the daik it vas iripo='iV/e 
to get a firm foundation. 

There must be small stones somewhere aboii, ar*' 
she began to look out for them She readied the bottn > . 
of the drcular depression, and, pushing aside a b i=;i 
to make further progress, feeling all the time with her 
feet for a suitable prop, suddenly she slipp'^ Sl’c 
was droppmg down a sloping shaft into tlic dcptlii of 
the earth 1 


CHAPTER XXXMIl 

THE CAVERN OF BOSt< 

Down, down, down she fell, one hand cI"vniK w"! iK 
at the soft earth, the other clenching uncon'Cio':*'} a* 
the tiny pistol. She ivas rolling down a etcep s’o 
Once her feet came violently and painfullv ujto 
contact with an out-jutting rock, and the shoe'* i"'* 
the pain of it turned her sick and faint \Vtii*h'‘’r 
was going she dared not think It fccnied a'l 
before, at last, she struck a level fioor anci. ro’i r', 
and over, was brought up against a ro.5 \ '.vh > .t i 
jolt that shook the breath from her boH 
Eternity it seemed, NCt it co’il i no; Ir.v* h - 
more than a few second'^ Tor 'i\c mi.vi'*' . 

recovenng, on the ro-ck floor 5hc got u > w ,»}! ' 

of pain, fdt her hurt ankle, ard worici 1 fo "> 
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discover if anything was broken. Looking up, she saw 
a pale star above, and, guessing that it was the opening 
tlj-oiigh which she had fallen, attempted to climb 
back ; but v.nth eveiy step she took the soft earth 
gave under her feet and she slipped back again. 

She had lost a shoe: that was the first tangible 
truth that asserted itself. She groped round in the 
darkness and found it after a while, half embedded in 
the earth She shook it empty, dusted her stockinged 
foot, and put it on Then she sat down to wonder what 
she should do next. She guessed that, with the coming 
of day, she would be able to examine her surrounding^, 
and she must w’ait, vdth what philosophy she could 
summon, for the mommg to break. 

It was then that she became conscious that she 
was stdl gnpping the earth-caked Browming, and, 
with a half-smile, she cleaned it as best she could, 
pressed down the safety-catch, and, putting the weapon 
inside her blouse, thrust its blunt nose into the 
waistband of her skirt. 

The mystery of Bhag's reappearance was now a 
mystery no longer. He had been hiding in the cave, 
though it was her imagination that supplied the queer 
animal scent which was peculiarly his 

How far did the cave extend 1 She peered left and 
right, but could see nothing ; then, groping cautiously, 
feeling every inch of her way, her ham] struck a stone 
pillar, and she withdrew it quickly, for it was wet 
and clammy. 

And then she made a discovery of the greatest 
importance to her. She was feeling along the wall 
when her hand went into a niche, and by the surface 
of its shelf she knew it was man-fasiiioned. She put 
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her hnnd farther along, and iicr heart J'*Tpt as the 
touched somelhing which had a famihir an 1 ho'rc’y 
feel It was a lantern Her other hand vent «p, ard 
presently she opened its glass door and f<Jt a ’cn^th 
of candle, and, at the bottom of the lantern, a smah 
bo\' of matches 

It was no miracle, as she was to icnm : b'lt for t’^c 
moment it seemed that that possibility of i ::ht had 
come in answer to her unspoken Stnkini: a 

match with a hand that shook so tint the hcht v*,.n 
out immediately, she at last succeeded in kmd'inc: tl e 
wick. Tlie candle was new, and at first tt<; h^rlit was 
feeble; but presently the vox be£;an to bum, and 
dosing the lantern door, her surrouiidings cam'' ntc 
view. 

She was in a narrow cave, from the mof of \ !.‘di 
hung innumerable stalactites , but the dnppin^ w-hct 
which is inseparable from this ouecr fonm'tim \«a‘ 
absent at the foot of the opening where ^hc h~d 
tumbled. Farther along the floor was wrt, as 1 a 
tiny stream of water ran m a so’^t of mturr'Iy 
tunnel on one side of the pith Here, wlnrc t5 ' 
cave broadened, the stalactites were minv. ar 1 kft 
and right, at such regular inters ab and of >rh •'S''- 
shape that they seemed almoM to hisc b'-'fi 'ru'pi-'a’ f 
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sticks. There vere thousands of them, of every 
conceivable shape and size. They showed whitely in 
the gleam of her lantern, in the crevices of the rocks. 
She stooped and picked one up, dropping it quickly 
with a cry of horror. They were human bones I 

With a shuddering gasp she half walked, half ran 
across the great cavern, which began to narrow again 
and assumed the appearance of that portion of the 
cave into which she had fallen. And nwe she saw’, in 
another niche, a second lantern, \vith new candle 
and matches. Who had placed them here ? The first 
lantern she had not dared to think about : it belonged 
to the miraculous category. But the second brought 
her up wnth a jerk. Who had placed these lanterns 
at intervals along the wall of the cave, as if in 
preparation for an expected emergency ? There must 
be somebody who hved down here. She breathed a 
httle more quickly at the thought. 

Going on slowly, she examined every foot of the 
way, the second lantern, unlighted, slung on her 
arm. At one part, the floor was flooded with running 
w'ater ; at anoiher, she had to v/ade through a httle 
subterranean ford, where the w’aler came over her 
ankles. And now the cave w’as curving imperceptibly 
to the right. From time to time she stopped and 
listened, hoping to hear the sound of a human voice, 
and yet fearing. The roof of the cave came lower. 
There w’ere signs in the roof that the stalactites had 
been knocked off to afford head room for the mysterious 
person who haunted these underground chambers. 

Once she stopped, her heart thumping painfully at 
the sound of footsteps. They passed over her head, 
and then came a curious hummmg sound that grew 
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in intensity, passed and faded. A rrotor-car 1 S’le 
under the road ' Of course, o’d Gnff To. er '^too 1 up:"! 
the hillside She ^\as no'.v near the road ie\a, ard 
possibly eight or nine feet above her the star; v.c’e 
shining She looked «istfullj* at the raag^d su'faca of 
the roof, and, steeling herself against tl'c tcTo-s th-^t 
rose vnthin her, she went on She had need of nerve 
need of courage beyond the ordinary'. 

The cave passage tunicd abrupth ; th'* h'.Mc ere**.} 
openings in the wall occurred again Suddc.iU *.! ; 
stopped dead Tlie light of the lantern sho'.cJ into 
one of the grottos Two men lay side b\ side. . . . 

She stifled the scream that rose to her hp^, pre?-I~; 
her hands tight upon her mouth, her eje^ •.nut ti.hlh 
to hide the sight Tlic}' were dead — headless ! Lnnt 
in a shallow pool, the }>etnf\nng water came tinppiju 
dowTi upon them, as it would dnp down for c\ crltstr:-; 
until these pitiful things were stone 

For a long time she dared not move, dirovi rot 
open her ejes, but at last her wall copq. ir^J, ai 2 
she looked wnth outward calm ujxin a si .ht th't fro*' 
her very marrow. The next crotto was 
tenanted, only this time there was one man Aivl then, 
when she was on the point of sinking und-T the . 
a tinj point of light appeared in the clo.’n •’I'"! 
It moved ,ind swayed, and tlicrc came to lier vl '• 


sound of a fearful laugh 

Slie acted instantly. Pulhrg open tlw do'" cf t’ e 
lantern, she stooped and blew it 0 ”i. ~im 


leaning against the v%'al! of the ca% o ob' v •• . m 
gnsl\ Tches that S'lrroundcd her. con ".a. ' " .1'. o^ 
danger which lay ahead. Then a br * it-'r »> "bt t ’’ 
up, and another, till the di't‘’nt ce * t 
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burnt were as bright as day. As she stood wondering, 
there came to her a squeal of mortal agony and a 
whining voice that cned: 

"Help I Oh God I Help ! Brixan, I am not fit to 
die I" 

It was the voice of Sir Gregory Penne. 


CHAPTER XXXIX 

MICHAEL KNOWS FOR SURE 

It was that same voice that had brought Michael 
Brixan racing across the garden to the postern gate. 
A car stood outside, its Ughts dimmed. Standing by 
its bonnet was a fnghtened little brown man who had 
brought the maclune to the place. 

"Where is your master ?" asked Michael quickly. 

The man pointed. 

"He went that way,” he quavered. "There was a 
devil in the big machine — it would not move when he 
stamped on the little pedal.” 

Michael guessed what had happened. At the last 
moment, by one of those queer mischances which 
haunt the just and the unjust, the engine had failed 
him and he had fled on foot. 

"WTuch way did he go ?” 

Again the man pointed. 

"He ran,” he said simply, 

Michael turned to the detective who was with him. 

"Stay here: he may return. Arrest him immediately 
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and put the irons on him He’s p-obib'y -♦ > 

he may be suicidal, v.c can’t aflcrd to ta’.e an* 
nsks " 

He had been so often across ’y-ihat he hr>d ri’ne 1 V, ■: 
"Back Field” that he could find hi* \.nj *•'-1 

and he ran at top speed till he came to tl.'' itilc sr 5 to 
the road. Sir Gregory was no’Oicrc in ej"ht, fift’. 
yards along the road the lights glcamvl ch'’t.nlv from 
an upper %nndow in Mr. Long^alc’s Loa>o, and ^ 

bent his footsteps in that direction 
Still no sight of tlic man, and he turned thro mb th' 
gate and knocked at the door, vhich vas rlmo** 
immediately opened by the old gcnllcmin him'-' If 
He wore a silken gown, tied with a sash abcjt li - 
middle, a picture of comfort, Micliacl thorglit 
"WTio's that?” asked Jlr. Sampson Lo'^ 7 *n''', 
peering out into the darkness. "\Miv, hies-: ny life 
it’s Mr. Bnxan, the officer of the law I Com; in, 
come in, sir." 

He opened the door wide and Miclnel par. ""'1 
the silling-room, with its incntablc two on f 
augmented now by a small siUcr reauing-’amp lb * 
burnt some sort of petrol vapour 
"No trouble at the Towers, I trust •’.a^d ?'b. 
Longvale anxiou*;!)’, 

‘"ihcrc was a little trouble.” sa'd Mid’-’c’ . 

"Have you by any chance S’-’cn Sir C'c.; > } I’t" ' 
The old man «ihook Ins head. 

"I found the night rather too cl.iUv fr- m. i 
garden ramble,” he said, "'^o I’m' ‘■'■’•'it 
exciting events which ‘^eem im-.'''l'’v to 
the hours of darkres' in iLC'C ti " I' •* 
happened to him 
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“I hope not," said Jlichael quietly. "I hope, for 
everybody's sake, that — ^nothing has happened to 
him." 

He walked across and leant his elbows on the 
mantelpiece, lookmg up at the pamting above his 
head. 

"Do you admire my relative ?” beamed Mr. Longvale. 

"I don’t know that I admire him. He was certainl 5 ' 
a w'onderfully handsome old gentleman." 

Mr Longvale inclined his head. 

"You have read his memoirs ?” 

Michael nodded, and the old man did not seem in 
any way surprised. 

"Yes, I have read what purport to be his memoirs," 
said Michael quietly, "but latter-day opinion is that 
they are not authentic." 

Mr. Longvale shrugged his shoulders. 

"Personally, I believe every word of them,” he said 
"My uncle was a man of considerable education.” 

It would have amazed Jack Knebworth to know 
that the man who had rushed hotfoot from the tower 
in search of a possible murderer was at that moment 
calmly discussing biography; yet such was the 
incongruous, unbelievable fact, 

"I sometimes feel that you think too much about 
your uncle, Mr, Longvale,” said Michael gently. 

The old gentleman frownecL 

"You mean ?” 

“1 mean that such a subject may become an obsession, 
and a very unhealthy obsession, and such hero-worship 
may lead a man to do things w’hich no sane man would 
do” 

Longvale looked at him in genuine astonishment. 
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"Can one do better man imitate the deed<= of »i ' 
great he asked 

"Not if your sense of va!na=: hasn't cot all i 
up, and 30 U asenbe to him wnvos ^^hch arc r o* 
virtues — ^unless duty is a vnrtue — ard cenfu-v: it-* 
iihich is great with that which is temble.’’ 

Michael turned and, resting his palm< 01 t t 
table, looked across to the old man who co*ifront'd 
him. 

"I want you to come with me into Chichester th’- 
e\ cning.” 

"WTiy?” The question was asked blunt’y 

"Because I tliinl: j*ou*re a sick man, that you o •>*•..5 
to have care." 

The old man laughed and drew himself t\cn n’.> . 
crccL 

"Sick? I was never better in my life, m\ d"** 
sir, never fitter, never stronger*” 

And he looked all that he said Hts hr-ht. tl’* 
breadth of his shoulders, Uic hcallhv g'ow of h*- 
cheeks, all spoke of phj'sicai fitness. 

A long pause, and then • 

"Where is Oregon’ Penne*” asJcil M’rh'i’, 
emphasizing ev’cry word 

"1 haven’t the slightest idea.” 

The old man’s eves met hi^ wiiho’it w-svenr** 

"We were talking about mv great-urc.’c Vc; 
know him, of course he asked 

“I knew him the first time I '^aw 5 p cf-rr .-r l 
Itlionght I had betrayed mv* know kd-- I i-j 
I did not. Your grc 3 t-*unc!c’ —-'’rf r 

deliberately — ^"was Sanson, othenn'’' 

hereditary c.'ccutioncr of France*” 



232 THE AVENGER 

Such a silence followed that the ticking of a distant 
clock sounded distinctly. 

“^'our uncle has many achievements to his credit 
He hanged three men on a gallows sixty feet high, 
unless my memory is at fault. His hand struck oS 
the head of Louis of France and his consort ilarie- 
Anloinette." 

The look of pride in the old man's face was startling. 
His eyes kindled, he seemed to grow m lieighL 

“By what fantastic freak of fate you come to have 
settled in England, what queer kink of mind decided 
you secretly to carry on the profeission of Sanson and 
seek far and wide for poor, helpless wretches to destroy, 
I do not know." 

Michael did not raise his voice, he spoke in a calm, 
conversational tone ; and in the same way did Longvale 
reply. 

“Is it not better,” he said gently, "that a man 
should pass out of life through no act of his own 
tlian that he should commit the unpardonable crime 
of self-murder ^ Have I not been a benefactor to men 
■who dared not take their own lives ?" 

“To Law ley Foss?” suggested Michael, his grave 
eyes fixed on the other. 

“He was a traitor, a vulgar blackmailer, a man 
who sought to use the knowledge which had accidentally 
come to him to extract money from me.” 

“WTiere is Gregory Penne ?” 

A slow smile dawned on the man’s face. 

“You will not believe me ? That is ungentle, sir ’ 
I have not seen Sir Gregory.” 

Michael pointed to the hearth, where a cigarette 
was still smouldering. 
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"There is that," he said. '"Dicre are h s rr/y. 
footprints on the caq^el of this room. Ti ir; l ' th- 
cxy I heard. \\'here is he’’’ 

Wuhm reach of his hand %vas his; hcaw-calP 
Bro\'.*ning. A move on the o'd mans pTt rri ■ 
would he maimed on the ground. Miclnt! ‘v-ic - .r. » 
with a homicidal lunatic of the most dar.-rcroas ' 
and would not hesitate to shoot 
But the old man <;howcd no s’cn of 
His voice was gentleness itself He s'-emi'd t'^ ic I 
and express a pnde m crimes which, to hi> b:..in, v “r 
not crimes at all 

*Tf j’ou really wish me to go into Clvc* c^ter vt,'., 
you tonight, of course I woll go," he si. i *'^o 5 
be right in yonr owm estimation, even in tli*' cst "i i'* -i 
of your superiors, but in ending n» wt'-i i r.*^' 
rendenng a cruel dissemco to miscrab’i. hum'r 't\, * ‘ 
serv’c which I have spent thoasaniL o' pounds ii.* 
I bear no malice " 

He took a bottle from the long oi'.cn I"/.''! — * '• 
the wall, selected two glasses v.ith ••crup c- r" 
and filled them from the bottle 
"\Vc wall dnnk our mutual go^'l h’l'.’.h" 1 ' - 

with his old courtesy, and. hftmg h - "I ' ‘o 1 ‘ 

drank it with that show of cnjcMU n w ’! '-v 'Is t' 
old-time lo\crs of wine mirk«..i tnrir it r 

vintages 

"You're not drinking he f-ii ' .n 
"Somebody cUe his nrank." 

Ttiere was a glass half criptv o i ibi i 
saw It for the fir-t time 


"He did not seem »o i ijov the wi' ' ’ 
Mr. LongvaJc s’ghed 
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"Very fev; people understand wine,” he said, dusting 
a speck from his coat. Then, dravang a silk handker- 
chief from his pocket, he stooped and dusted his boots 
daintily. 

Michael was standing on a strip of hearthrug in 
front of the fireplace, his hand on his gun, tense but 
prepared for the moment of tnal. Whence the danger 
would come, what form it would take, he could not 
guess. But danger was there— danger temble and 
ruthless, emphasized rather than relieved by the 
suavity of the old man’s tone — ^he fdt m the creep of 
his fiesh. 

"You see, my dear sir,” Longvale went on, still 
dusting his boots. 

And then, before Michael could realize what had 
happened, he had grasped the end of the rug on which 
the detective was standing and pulled it with a qmck 
)erk toivards him. Before he could balance himself, 
Michael had fallen with a crash to the floor, his head 
striking the oaken panelling, his pistol sliding along 
the polished floor. In a flash the old man was on him, 
had flung him over on his face and dragged his hands 
behind him. Michael tried to struggle, but he was as 
a child in that powerful grip, placed at such a dis- 
advantage as he was. He felt the touch of cold steel 
on his wrists, there was a click, and, exerting all his 
strength, he tried to pull his other hand away. But 
gradually, slowly, it was forced back, and the second 
cuff snapped. 

There were footsteps on the path outside the cottage. 
The old man straightened himself to pull off his silken 
gown and wrapped it round and round the detective’s 
head, and then a knock came at the door. One glance 
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to see that his pnsoner was safe, ana Lonr.r’c 
extinguished the lamp, blew out one of the* c'n'I!,- 
and earned the other into the passage. He ir 
his shirt-sleeves, and tlie Scotland Yar.i ofTi^c' .r.’-) 
was the caller, apologized for disturbmq a ir"*;! .'in 
had apparently been brought down from his h ''Ir»-«Ts 
to answer the knock 
"Have you seen Mr. Bnxan 
"Mr. Bnxan ? Yes, he was here a fev tnir.nt'’c acv> 
He w'ent on to Chichester." 

Michael heard the voices, but could not di'tin j 'i-li 
what was being said The silken wrapper alxnit h:«. 
head was suffocating him, and he was loung lu' > 
when the old man came back alone, unfastened l’'" 
gown, and put it on himself 
"If jmu make a noise I will sew j’our hp' tocct.'T,' 
he said, so naturally and good-naturedly that it s' u >-\ 
impossible he would carry his throat into c.\cciti'''i 
But Michael knew that he was gitang clnp*rr -ni 
verse, he was threatening that whicli hi*" anco 
had often performed. Tliat beautiful o! 1 n‘.’'n nicl - 
named by the gallants of Louis’ Court • >ir v 

Paris", had broken and hanged and ’ ar ’ 

hehadalso tortured, men. There were snirikr-W‘’rkt t -d 
looms in the old Bastille where that \cncni'''' c*d 
headsman had performed nameless dnti-''- ^ ath ’ * 
blenching 

"I am sorry m many ways tint ton ru.'-t r o / 
said the old man, with genuine regret in h ' n a 
"You arc a y’oung man for whom I hv.c a i'- ' 
of respect The law to me i- <acred, a*' 1 it > » ‘ c" 
Imm an especially pn\nlegod p’ace n m . .'■rr-'t.-'*' 

He pulled open a drawer of the b r"ei. •*" *» to-' <" ’• 



THE AVENGER 


236 

a large serviette, folded it vrith great care and fixed 
it tiglitly about Michael’s mouth. Then he raised him 
up and sat him on a chair. 

“If I were a young and agfle man, I would have a 
jest which would have pleased my uncle Charles Henry. 
I would fix your head on the top of the gat^ of Scotland 
Yard J I’ve often examined the gates with that idea 
in my mind. Not that I thought of you, but that 
some day providence might send me a very high 
official, a Minu.ter, even a Prime Minister. My uncle, as 
you know, was privileged to destroy kings and leaders 
of parties — Danton, Robespierre, every great leader 
save MuraL Danton was the greatest of them all.” 

There was an excellent reason why Michael should 
not answer. But he was his own cool self again, and 
though his head was aching from the violent knock 
it had received, his mind was clear. He was waiting 
now for the next move, and suspected he would not 
be kept waiting long. What scenes had this long 
dining-room witnessed I What moments of agony, 
mental and physical I It was the very antechamb^ 
to death. 

Here, then, Bhag must have been rendered 
momentarily unconscious. Michael guessed the lure 
of drugged wine, that butyl chloride which was part 
of the murderer’s equipment. But for once Longvale 
had misjudged the strength of his prey. Bhag must 
have followed the brown folk to Dow'er House — the 
man and w'oman w'hom the old man in his cunning 
had spared. 

Micliael was soon to discover what was going to 
happen. The old man opened the door of the buffet 
and took out a great sted hook, at the end of which 
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was a pulley. Keaching up, he slipped the of il <* 
hook into a steel bolt fastened in one of the o'.c-hc,-' 1 
beams Michael had noticed it before crd ’.vond'-'c-* 
what purpose it serv'ed He was now to learn 

From the cupboard came a long coil of rope c:.* 
end of which was tlireaded through the palicy mi 
fastened dexterously under the dctccti%e’s annp 
Stooping, Longvalc lifted the carpet and ro'Ii-d it 
up, and then Michael saw that there was a st'L 
trap-door, which he raised and laid back Be’o.* I 
could see nothing, but there came to him tl,c sour 
of a man's groaning. 

"Now I think we can dispense witn that, 't," ''•’d 
Mr. Longvalc, and untied the serviette tliat covc;>.'d 
the detective's mouth 

This done, he pulled on the rone, seemingly wttl c it 
an effort, and Michael s^vung m mid-air It w- 
uncomfortable ; he had an absurd notion tint * e 
looked a liule ridiculous The old man g.Mhd I 
feet through the opening and gradual!) paid out t* » 
rope 

"Will you be good enough to tel! me whm a'l 
touch ground," he asked, "and 1 wall co're cc>rn to 
you 5'” 

Looking up, Michael saw the square in the ‘"'x' 
grow smaller and smaller, and for .an ur-'e"'-' • - 
time he swaing and swaacd and turic.d m m I -t” 
He thought he was not movrng. an i t' '■n ^ .t 

Waiming, lus feet touched ground ard I cd 

"Arc you all nght said Mr. Lor’.v/" • 

"Do jou mind stepping a few tv' r - v' - 

I am dropping the rope, and it ma*. S^t* \ i " 

Michael gUipod, but earned c:t i::- ''n r* i 


* t% 
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presently he heard the svrfsh of the failing line and the 
smack of it as it struck the ground. Then the trap-door 
closed, and there v;as no other sound but the groaning 
near at hand. 

"Is that you, Peime 

"Who IS it ?" asked the other in a frightened voice. 
"Is it you, Brixan ? WTiere are we ? WTiat has 
happened ? How did I get here ? That old devil gave 
me a drink. I ran out — ^and that’s all I remember. 
I went to borrow his car. My God, I'm scared ! The 
magneto of mine went wrong." 

"Did you shout when you ran from the house ?” 

"I think I did. I felt this infernal poison taking 
effect and dashed out — I don’t remember. Where are 
you, Brixan ? The pohce vrill get us out of this, won't 
they 

"Alive, I hope,’’ said Michael grimly, and he heard 
the man’s frightened sob, and was sorry he had spoken. 

"W’hat is he ? Who is he ? Are these the caves ? 
I’ve heard about them. It smells horribly earthy, 
doesn't it ? Can you see anything ?" 

"I thought I saw a light just then," said Michael, 
"but my eyes are pla3dng tricks.” And then : "Where 
is Adele Leamington ?" 

"God knows!” said the other. He was shivering, 
and Michael heard the sound of his chattering teeth. 
"I never saw her again. I was afraid Bhag would go 
after her. But he wouldn’t hurt her — ^he is a queer 
devU. I wish he was here now.” 

“I wish somebody was here,” said Michael sincerely. 

He was trying to work his wrists loose of the hand- 
cuffs, though he knew that bare-handed he stood very 
little chance against the old man. He had lost his 
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pistol, and although, m tlic insidn of h.' %v- 
there remained intact the long, razo“-5r irp kn..o v -* 
had cleared him out of manv a Couti-'ci’ni cr-j*' 
the one infalhble v capon when freanr- f,.’'' -, > 
Imew that he would h?Ae no oppo'Uu:;.:*. 
emp!o\ ment. 

Sitting down, he tried to perform a ti-ch t’ -i I 
had seen on a stage in Berlin — the Inr*: of 
his legs throjgh his manacled hand' and so c *t' 
his hands in front of him, but he 'trug^ied wiC"'-",' 
avail There came tlie sound of a doo" , erd 

Mr Longvale’s voice 

"I won’t keep jou a moment." he said He r—T-'" 
a lantern in his hand that swum: as he w? a*" * 
<eemed to intensify the gloom. ‘T don't h‘ ' 
patients to catch cold.” 

His laughter came echoing b^ck' from the \ - It' i 
roof of the cave, intensified hideously. Sio''- ' ’ ' 
struck a match and a bnlliant hehl apperre-I 1* i- ^ 
a vapour lamp fi.\ed on a shelf of rock Prc-'Cn' i 
ht another, and then a lliird and a fo .'th .*• t’ 
white, unwnnking heht, cverj’ object in tJ <’ r-” c <'*0 
out with startling distinctncS' Michi''! siw *’ >' • 

thing that stood in the ca\c’'; centre, Ir.'i*’ ' 
as he was, and prepared for that ft- r.''”* ’ i d t 
shuddered 

It was a guillotine ’ 


t 

i 
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CHAPTER XL 
"the widow” 


A GUILLOTINE I 

Standing in the middle of the cax’e, its high frame- 
work lifted starkly. It was painted blood-red, and 
its very simplicity had a horror of its own. 

Michael looked, fascinated. The basket, the bright, 
triangular knife suspended at the top of the frame, the 
tilted platform with its dangling straps, the black- 
painted lunette, shaped to receive the head of the 
victim and hold it in position till the knife fell in its 
oiled groove. He knew the machine bolt by bolt, 
had seen it in operation on grey mornings before 
French prisons, with soldiers holding back the crowd 
and a little group of offiaals in the centre of the 
cleared space. He knew the sound of it, the "clop /” as 
it fell, sweeping to eternity the man beneath. 

" 'The Widow' !” said Longvale humorously. He 
touched the frame lovingly. 

"Oh Godl I'm not fit to die!" It was Penne’s 
agonized wail that went echoing through the hollow 
spaces of the cavern. 

" ‘The Widow’,” murmured the old man again. 

He was without a hat ; his bald head shone in the 
light, yet there was nothing ludicrous in his appearance. 
His attitude toward this tiling he loved was in a 
sense pathetic. 

"W^o shall be her first bridegroom ?” 

"Not me, not me !” squealed Penne, wriggling back 
against the wall, his face ashen, his mouth working 
convulsively. "I’m not fit to die " 



Longvale xralked slowly over lo him, stoopca ani 
raised him to hts feet. 

"Courage 1" he murmured. "It is the ho.:r 1" 


Jack Knebworth vpas pacing the road when ih 
police car came flying back from Chidicstcr. 

"He's not there, hasn’t been to the station .at all ' 
said the driver breathlessly as he flung out of the car 
“He may have gone into Longvalc’s houv* ” 

"I've seen Mr. Long\’ale: it was he who to’ 1 !"■' 
that the Captain had gone into Chichester He n..:.t 
have made a mistake." 

Knebworth 's jaw dropped. A great hcht sulv'- f.'\ 
flashed upon his mind Longvale ! There was so ; • tii" 

queer about him Was it possible ^ 

He remembered now' Uiat he had been [.ure’e.'’ \ \ 
a contradictory statement the old man had . 
remembered that, not once but man\ lime-. Sar-p ^ ' 
Long\’alc had expressed a desire to be tiln-'i i" . 
fa\ouritc part of his own, one that he In.i r'<.--’-'t* . 
an episode in the life of his famous ancc. 'or 
"We’ll go and knock him up. I'll tall, to 1. 

Thc\ hammered at tlic door w.tt.TU < ci*" e 
response 

"That's his bedroom " Jack Kh' n!'"l t*. 

a latticed window where a heiil slu^'ie, ar i I' 

Lyle threw, up a pJ.ible with s’ c’l ■v’o'r .vf V t' 
glass avas broken Ftiil there was : o rc'p' “ 

"I don’t like th.'t," said Kuthworth ‘ 

"You don’t like it aii\ h.ltcr than I 0 
the officer. "Tr\ that windo.a. ?•". ’ 

"Do \oii want me to op;n it ■•i* ' ’ 
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“Yes, "withoRt delay.” 

A second later, the window of the long dining-room 
was prized open ; and then they came upon an obstacle 
which could not be so readily forced. 

“The shutter is steel-lined,” reported the detective. 
"I think I’d better try one of the upper rooms. Give 
me a leg up, somebody.” 

With the assistance of a fellow, he reached up and 
caught the siU of an open window, the very window 
from which Adele had looked down into the gnnning 
face of Bhag. In another second he was in the room 
and was reaching down to help up a second officer. 
A few minutes’ delay, and the front door \vas unbarred 
and opened 

’’There’s nobody m the house, so far as I can find 
out,” said the officer. 

’’Put a hght on,” ordered the inspector shortly. 

They found the little vapour lamp and lit it. 

"What’s that ?” The detective officer pointed to 
the hook that still hung in the beam %vith the pulley 
beneath, and his eyes narrowed. "I can’t understand 
that,” he said slowly "WTiat was that for ?” 

Jack Knebworth uttered an exclamation. 

"Here’s Brixan’s gun I” he said, and picked it up 
from the floor. 

One glance the inspector gave, and then his eyes 
went back to the hook and the pulley. 

"That beats me," he said. "See if you fellows can 
find an5rthing anywhere Open every cupboard, every 
drawer. Sound the w'alls — ^ere may be secret doors ; 
there are in all these old Tudor houses.” 

The search was futile, and Inspector Lyle came 
back to a worried contemplation of the hook and 
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pulley. Then one of his men came m to say that he 
had located the garage. 

It was an unusually long building, and v,-hcn it -r-- 
opened it revealed no more than the old-fashmc*] c" 
uhich was a familiar object in that part of the co r.tr,. 
But obviously this was only half the accomrpo-l'tin 
The seemingly solid whitewashed wall bcl/nd ihc 
machine hid another apartment, though it had r'* 
door, and an inspection of the outside sho..tu a 
wall at the far end of the garage. 

Jack Knebworlh tapped tlie interior wall 
"This isn’t bnckwork at all, it's wo'»J." he 
said. 

Hanging in a comer was a chain .■\np'"‘tntiv i* 
had no particular function, but a careful ’■''1 

to tlie discover)’ that tlie links ran throuen a h 
the roughly plastered ceiling, llic insjv-ctt' ca> *;.t 
the chain and pulled, and as he did so the **w •. 1" 
opened inwards, showing the contents of the 
chamber, which was a second car, so t( -xt 

only Its radiator was visible, Kncb.vorlh pnli-rJ c i tl.c 
cover, and : 

"That's the car" 

"What car’" asked the inspector. 

"The car dmen by the Head-HunteV «•> ' 
worth quickly "He w-as in that nncln.v '* Iv n j<’>' 
tried to arrest him I'd kno.% it h' ' " 

is in the Dower House somewhere rrui il ’ s. ‘f "• 
hands of the ncad-lluntcr, Gol h'';p I’un 
They ran back to tiic hou^e. an i ac''^ ' 

and pulley drew them as a nnenet. Si ‘ 
police officer bent down .and ir'kcl b'^ck " iv'v" 
The trap-door beneath the yillcv wa* j ‘ ►’alv a. I 
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Pulling it open, he knelt down and gazed through 
Knebworth saw his face grow haggard. 

"Too late, too late I" he muttered. 


CHAPTER XLI 

THE DEATH 

The shriek of a man half crazy with fear is not nice 
to hear. Michaers nerves were tough, but he had need 
to drive the nails into the palms of his manacled hands 
to keep his self-control. 

"I warn you," he found voice to say. as the shrieking 
died to an unintelligible babbie of sound, "LongvaJe, 
if you do this, you are everlastingly damned 1” 

The old man turned his quiet smile upon his second 
pri’?oner, but did not make any answer. Lifting the 
half-conscious man tn his arms as easily as though he 
were a child, he earned him to the tcmble machine, 
and laid him, face downwards, on the tilled platform. 
There was no hurry Michael saw, in Longvale's leisure, 
an enjoyment that was unbelievable He stepped to 
the front of the machine and pulled up one half of 
the lunette ; there was a cUck, and it remamed 
stationary. 

"An mvention of mine," he said with pride, speaking 
over his shoulder. 

Michael looked away for a second, past the grim 
executioner, to the farther end of the cave. And then 
be saw a sight that brought the blood to his cheeks. 
At first he thought he was dreaming, and that the 
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strain of his ordeal w*as responsible for so-nc grotc^q'-r 
vision 

Adele • 

She stood clear in the white light, so irp~cd ’’Tn 
earth and dust that she seemed to bo w taring a g-c> 
robe. 

“If you move I will kill you 

It was she I He twisted over on to hi- Vne^ rrf 
staggered upnght. Long^'ale heard tlie \ o cr rnu tuTca 
slowly 

“My little lady," he said pleasantly. “Hfi* 
pro\ndential ! Tve aJwaj» thought lint llic ciiH.u •'t.', * 
point in my career would be. as was the s-'inlcd Cin: <' 
Henry's, that moment when a queen came ur 
hand. How very’ singular t” 

He walked slowly’ tow.ird her, oh’iwnus o‘ t’ " 
pointed pistol, to the danger in which le 
radiant smile on his face, his small wh.ic hmlr 
extended as to an honoured cuest 

“Shoot!" cned Michael hoanrcly. 'Tor Col’s t 
shoot 1" 

She hesitated for a second and prry-'d tin tr ■; * 
There w.is no sound — dogged witli carili, the dc.':- ”• 
mechanism did not act. 

She turned to flee, but hi": arm wnc ro n ’ h'-, m 5 
his discnpriged hind threw her hc"d to *.t^ '''f”-'. 

“You shall sec, my dear," he sns i "I i " V. 
shall become the Widower, and \oa b* ' . t ' 
bndel” 


She w as limp in his arms i.rw. i * ' 

A strange s^uise of nertia o'.trc-’ i.-* . 

she was con><ioiis, she could n *' '■’1 ’* 




move nor speak. Midiacl, >trv.j. . 
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his bands, prayed that she might faint — ^that, whatever 
happened, she should be spared a consciousness of 
the terror. 

"Now, who shall be first ?" murmured the old man, 
stroking his shiny head. "It would be fitting that my 
lady should show the way and be spared the agony of 

mincL And yet ” He looked thoughtfully at the 

prostrate figure strapped to the board, and, tilting 
the platform, dropped the lunette about the head of 
Gregory Penne. The hand went up to the lever that 
controlled the knife. He paused agam, evidently 
puzzling something out in his crazy mind. 

"No, you shall be first,” he said, unbuckled the 
strap and pushed the half-demented man to the 
ground. 

Michael saw him lift his head, listening. There were 
hollow sounds above, as of people walking. Again he 
dianged his mind, stooped and dragged Gregory Penne 
to his feet. Michael wondered why he held him so 
long, standing so ri^dly ; wondered why he dropped 
him suddenly to the ground ; and then wondered no 
longer. Something was crossing the floor of the cave — 
a great, hairy something, whose mahgnant eyes vrere 
turned upon the old man. 

It was Bhag ! His hair was matted with blood ; 
his face wore the powder mask which Michael had 
seen when he emerged from Griff Towers. He stopped 
and sniffed at the groaning man on the floor, and his 
big paw touched the face tenderly. Then, without 
preliminary, he leapt at Longvale, and the old man 
went down with a crash to the ground, his arms 
whirling in futile defence. For a second Bhag stood 
over him, lookmg down, twittering and chattering ; 
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and then he raised the man and hid him in t\c p 
where his master had been, tilting the bo:ird r,‘ i 
pushing it forw'ard. 

Michael gazed with fasdnated hoTor Tl c rr-' / 
ape had witnessed an execution > It was fmtm *J - 
cave that he had escaped the night tint Tc'-' 
IdUed 1 His half-human mind was rcmcTi^'Tin" v 
details. Michael could almost see Iii^ nvi.u 'u-'j.." 
to recall the procedure. 

Bhag fumbled with the frame, touched the — : 
that released the lunette, and it fell over t’ e u of 
the Head-Hunter And at that mOiTicnt, ."?;r 
by a sound, Michael looked up. sav the trip r’"'.. 
pulled back, Bhag heard it also, but I'ms tfo 
upon his business to be interrupted ih h i 

recovered consciousness and was fichtinc to h's 
head from the luncUc Presenth he ■^po^c It > *' 
as though he rcahzed the immmoncc of lu' f’t'’ 1 

was struggling to find an appropnate p'jr-.'=-* ^ . 

quiescent now, his hand's gnppmg tliccd^t o. I ’ > 

platform on which he lay. 

"Son of St Louis, ascend to hn\- n h-' <• 3, " t 
at that moment Bhag jerked the hand! ' '!.'>* «' it' I 
the knife. 

Inspector L 5 'lc from abo\-c saw th'- b f " ' ' 
the inde-scribable sound of the thud tl •'i ‘o 
almost swooned Then, from 5 '»’’o'a : 

"It's all right. In''pcctor ^oj n"\ i ' r ' o 
the buffet. Get dowm as quicJh as * cv • " * v 'r ‘ 
a gun " 

Tlie buffet cupboard cont'*.r.eJ ^ .o* '''•>* " ’ 

a minute later the dctcclnc was n.' ' : d'lts 1 ' 
o\ cr hand. 
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"There's no danger from the monhey,” smd MichaeL 
Bhag was crooning over his senseless master as a 
mother over her chUcL 

"Get Miss Leamington away/' said Jfichael in a low 
voice, as the detective began to unlock the handcuffs 
The girl lay, an inanimate and silent figure, by the 
side of the guillotine, happily oblivious of the tragedy 
which had been enacted in her presence. Another 
detective had descended the irpe, and old Jack Kneb- 
worth, despite his years, was the third to enter the 
cave. It was he who found the door and aided the 
detective to carry the girl to safety. 

Unlocking the handcuffs from the baronet's wrists, 
Michael turned him over on his back. One glance at 
the face told the detective that the man was m a fit, 
and that his case, if not hopeless, was at least desperate. 
As though understanding Aat the man had no ill intent 
toward his master, Bhag watched passively, and then 
Michael remembered how, the first time he had seen 
the great ape, Bhag had smelt his hands 
"He’s filing you for future reference as a friend,” 
Gregory had said at the time 
"Pick him up,” said Michael, speaking distinctly 
n the manner ^at Gregory had addressed the ape. 
Without hesitation, Bhag stooped and lifted the limp 
man in his arms, and Michael guided him to the stair- 
waj' and led him up the stairs 
TTie hoa‘« was full of pohce, who gaped at the sight 
of the great ape and his burden. 

"Take him upstairs and put him on the bed,” ordered 
Jrlichael. 

Knebw’orth had already taken the girl off in his car 
to Chichester, for she had shown signs of reviving 



and he -wanted to get her away from that 1 cast o' tl - 
dead before she fully recovered 

Michael went down into the cave am>n end ic**-''-; 
the inspector. Together they made a bnef to .r 7 i 
headless figures in the niches told thc:r cah 
F arther on, Michael came to the bigger ca*.eni, v.uh 
floor littered vnth bones. 

"Here is confirmation of the old Icgc.vl/' v-d 
in a hushed voice, and pointed "Tlie^e ire the Ivi- . 
of those wamors and squires uho were irapp-'J m tr e 
cave by a landslide You can sec the horse? 
quite p'ainly ’* 

How had Adcle got into the cave ' He v-ts; r^t 'o , 
before he found the slide down which she ha i suirrh • i 

"Another mtstery is explained." he so'd ' G-.‘ 
Tower was obviously built by the Uoman- to j '* •. -.t 
cattle and men trom falling throi gh into th' r .u 
Inadcntally, it has served as an e.xcel'ei.’ \ *ti' 
and I have no doubt the old man had ti >- w- \ p-i', .n f 
both as a hidmg-olace for tiic peop'c he hid t ’iled 1 
as a way of escape.” 

He saw the candle-lantcm and mitcl C' tlrt t ’ 1 ir. 
had missed, and this he regard^ a? co. a , 
that his new was nght 
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toach vrith many men who were contemplating su:dde 
but shrank from the act, and performed this service 
for them. 1 should imagine his practice of leaving 
around th*>ir heads for identification arose out of some 
poor v.Tetch’s desire that Ms wife and family should 
secure his insurance. 

"He worked with extraordinary cunning. The 
fetters, as you know, went to a hous/* of call and were 
collected by an old woman, who posted them to a 
second address, whence the}’ were put in prepared 
envelopes and posted, osterisibly to London. I dis- 
covered that the envelopes vere kept in a specially 
light-proof box, and that the unknown advertiser had 
stipulated that they should not be taken out of that 
box until they were ready for posting. An hour after 
those letters were put in the mail the address faded 
and became infusible, and another appeared." 

"Vanishing-ink ?" 

Mike nodded. 

“It is a trick that criminals frequently employ. The 
new address, of course, was Dow er House. Put out the 
lights and let us go up.” 

Three lamps were extinguished, and the detective 
looked round fearfully at the shadow’s. 

"I think we'll leave this down here,” he said. 

"I think we will,” said Michael, in complete agree- 
ment. 
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CHAPTER XLH 

CAMERA 

tEE months had passed since the Dower Hou'^e had 
ded up its gnsly secrets A long enough lime for 
gory Penne to recover completely and to have ser\'ed 
of the SIX months’ imprisonment to which he was 
enced on a technical charge. Tlie guillotine had 
1 re-erected in a certain Black Museum on the 
mes Embankment, where young policemen come 
look upon the equipment of criminality. People 
ceased to talk about the Head-Hunter, 
t seemed a million years ago to Michael as he sat, 
died on a table, watching Jack Knebworth, in the 
stages of despair, directing a ruffled Reggie Connolly 
he business of love-making. Kcar by stood Adclc 
mington, a star by virtue of the success that had 
inded a certain trade show. 

'ut of range of the camera, a agareltc between 
fingers, Stella Mendoza, gorgeously attired, watched 
sometime tnend and prospective leadmg-nian with 
d-natured contempt 

There’s nobody can tell me, Knebworth,” said 
:gie testily, “how to hold a girl > Good grac.ou^, 
vens alive, ha\e I been asleep all m\ life > Do I't 
think I know as much about guls as %ou, Mr 
ibworth 

I don't care a dam how jou hold lo.ir p.'!'" 
.led Jack “I’m telling you how to ho’d cd I 
ire’s only one way of making loic, and lint's f*y 
,% I've got llie patent rights ! Your ann rcurd her 
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v.aist apain, Connolly- Hold your head up. will you’ 
Now turn it this way. Now drop your cinn a little. 
Smile, dam jou, smile I Not a prop smile!” h- 
shneked "Smile as if you liked her. Try to imagine 
that she loves \ou I I'll apologize to you after%'*ards, 
Adele, but try to imagine it, Connolly. That’s better 
You look as if you’d swallowed a lioueur of broken 
glass! Look down into her eyes — look, I said, not glare* 
That s better. Now do that again 

He watched, wnthing, gesticulating, and at last, m 
cold resignation ; 

"Rotten, but it’ll have to do Lights!” 

The big Krei<5ler lights Bared, the banked mercury 
lamps burnt bluely, and the flood-lamps became blank 
expanses of diffused light. Again the rehearsal went 
through, and then : 

"Camera!” wailed Jack.and the handle began to turn. 

"That's all for you today, Connolly,” said Jack. 
"Now. Miss Mendoza 

Adele came across to where Michael wras sitting and 
jumped up on to the table beside him 

"Mr Knebworth is quite nght,” she said, shaking 
her head. "Reggie Connolly doesn't know how to 
make love ” 

"Wlio does ?" demanded MichaeL "Except the 
right man ?” 

"He's siippo'jcd to be the right man," she insi'sfed- 
"And, what's more, he's suppo^ to be the best lover 
on the English screen.” 

"Ha. ha*" said Michael sardonically. 

She was silent for a time, and then • 

"W'hy are you still here ? I thought your work was 
finished m this part of the world." 
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"Not all,” he said cheerfully. "I’ve still an arrest 
to make ” 

She looked up at him quickly. 

"Another she said. "I thought, when you took 
poor Sir Gregory ” 

"Poor Sir Gregory !" he scoffed. "He ought to be a 
very happy man. Six months* hard labour vas juct 
what he wanted, and he was lucky to be charged, not 
•with the killing of his unfortunate servant, but uilh 
the concealment of his death." 

"Whom are 5'ou arresting now’" 

"I’m not so sure," said Michael, "whether I shall 
arrest her " 

"Is It a woman ?" 

He nodded. 

"What has she done 

"The clinrge isn't definitely settled," he said eva.sivc- 
ly, "but I think there wll be several counts Creating a 
disturbance wall be one ; deliberately endangenng 
public health — at any rate, the health of one of the 
public — will be another ; maiiaously \sounding the 
feelings " 

"Oh, you, you mean ?” 

She lauuhcd softly. 

"I thought that was part of your delmum that nicht 
at the hospital, or part of mine But as otlu r p- <>j>ie 
saw you kiss me, it must have been \nurs I don't 
think I want to marry," she said ihoughifulK, 'T 
am " 

"Don't say that 5’ou are wedded to jour art,” he 
groaned "1 hey all say that 1” 

"No, Pm not vc«lded to anything, except a drs re 
to prei cm my best Inend from making a great mi'-tal e. 
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You've a very big career in front of you, Michael, and 
marrying me is not going to help you. People will 
think you're just infatuated, and when the inevitable 
divorce comes along ” 

They both laughed together. 

"If you have finished being like a maiden aunt, I 
want to tell you something," said Michael. *T’ve 
loved you from the moment I first saw you." 

"Of course you have," she said calmly. "That's 
the only possible way you can love a girL If it takes 
three daj's to make up your mind it can’t be love. 
That’s why I know I don't love you. 1 was annoyed 
with j’ou the first time I met you , I was furious with 
you the second time ; and I’ve just tolerated you ever 
since. Wait till 1 get my make-up ofi." 

She got down and ran to her dressing-room. Michael 
strolled across to comfort an exhausted Jack Kneb- 
worth. 

"Adele? Oh, she’s all right She really has had 
an ofier from America — not Hollywood, but a studio 
in the East. I've advised her not to take it until she’s 
a little more proficient, but I don’t think she wanted any 
advnee. That girl isn’t gomg to slay in the picture 
business." 

"WTiat makes you think that, Knebw'orth 

"She’s going to get married,” said jack glumly. 
"I can recognize the signs. 1 told you all along that 
there was something queer about her. She’s gomg to 
gel married and leave the screen for good — that's her 
eccentricity." 

"And whom do you think she will marry ?" asked 
MichaeL 

Old Jack snorted. 



"It won't be Reggie Connolly— that I can promke 
you,” 

“I should jolly well say not 1” said that indignant 
young man, who had remarkably keen ears "I’m not 
a manying chap. It spoils an artist. A \nfe is hi e a 
millstone round his neck. He has no chance of ex- 
pressing his individuality. And ishilst \\c are on tiu' 
subject, Mr. Knebworth, are you perfectly sure that 
I'm to blame’ Doesn't it stnke you — mmd you, 
I wouldn't say a word against the dear girl — doesn’t n 
stnke you that Hiss Leamington isn’t quite— Mint 
shall I say ? — seasoned in love — that’s the e,\pression 

Stella Mendoza had strolled up She had returned 
to the scene of her former labours, and it looked very 
much as if she were coming back to her former 
position 

‘'\\'hen you say 'seasoned’ you mean ’smoked', 
Reggie,” she said. "I think you’re wrong ” 

"I can't be wrong, ” said Reggie complacently. *’I ’\ o 
made love to more girls in this counlrv than pny othir 
five leading-men, and I tell you that Miss Leammqto i 
is distinctly and fearfully immature.” 

The object of their discussion appeared at the end 
of the studio, nodded a cliceiy* good night to th-* 
company and went out, Michael on her heel' 

"You’re fearfully immature,” he said, as he guided 
her across the road. 

"WTio said so ’ It sounds like Reggie tint a 
favounte word of his ” 

"He says you know noUiing whalc\cr alw.t 
making ” 

"Perhaps I don’t,” she said short!} , and so •' :: 
was her tone that he was not prepared to co^iinw ih' 
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subject until they reached the long, dark road in vhich 
fhe hved. 

“The proper way to make love,” he said, more than a 
little appalled at his own boldness, "b to put one hand 
on the waist ” 

Suddenly she v.as in his arms, her cool face against 
hi<; 

“Tliere isn’t any tray,” she raunnured. "One just 
doesl” 

THE END 




